Chapter 1: The Ghostly Trinity 


Napstablook had started that day wearier than usual. Their eyes were greeted first by the same 
ceiling they would stare at well into the evening; the wooden paneling is visibly aged with rotted 
smudges and cracks splintering at the seams. It was dark, only the faint glow of what little sunlight 
was filtering through closed blinds. 


Moving up from the small bed, they took in the quiet tranquility of the morning in their three- 
ghost bedroom. To their right was Mad Mew Mew— still silent as a grave lying coldly on the mattress 
she had sprawled across the floor. Napstablook had tried to convince her time and again to have a 
proper bed but she angrily insisted on the dingy old mattress— she had a knack for discarded old 
things like that beat-up worn plushie of some cartoon cat she now calls her body. To their left was a 
bright pink bed, neatly folded and made with a single violet pillow that had a star on it laying by the 
headboard. 


“Oh, that’s weird”, Naptsablook thought to themselves, “Did Meta leave early?” 


They looked at an analogue alarm clock on their bedside dresser where they also kept their 
police cap— wouldn’t be needing that for today. Seven-fifty, the hands displayed. Ten minutes later 
and they would have gone off into town, together. But Meta wasn’t there and Napstablook had 
promised so sincerely they would be together to see the big theater show— they had even called off 
a day of work. They thought to check downstairs; zipping by Mew Mew and not even bothering to 
open the bedroom door, they were a ghost after all— the physical could phase right through them, 
they floated along down the steps, but all they saw was the living room with its ripped couch and CRT 
television. They looked around hovering just above the woolen rug and they almost didn’t catch a 
paper note attached by the refrigerator under the stairs. 


Coming closer, it read, 


“Blooky, I went off on my own a little earlier than you had promised. I wanted to save some 
front row seats for us as you deserve only the best after what you went through. Don’t worry about 
me dear Pll just be waiting there; go about your day as you normally would and just come here at the 
time we originally agreed on.” 


-Meta 


That assured Napstablook who was already tearing up a little but still, “This isn’t like Meta’, 
they had thought. They returned to Mew Mew, still soundly asleep, and softly tried to wake her up. 


“Hey, uh...good morning, Mew.” No response. 


“Uh, Mew, g-good morning. We have to go soon.” They thought they saw an eye twitch but 
the plush remained motionless— its head drooping low with its arms dangling at its side. 


“Mew, it’s almost time. Meta, Meta isn’t here and—” 


The plush begins convulsing violently. It topples over, with its smiling face smooshed against 
the mattress. Its legs straighten out and manage to pull its whole self without support from the arms. 


Its tail cracks into a zagging shape as it stands upright. The arms stop vibrating while the head is still 
relaxed, looking down. 


“Good morning, Mew—” 
“WHAT?” 


The small head snaps towards Napstablook in a whipping fury. The two bells sewn by Mew 
Mew’s ears softly jingle at this motion— a stark contrast to the rest of her appearance. Her ears are 
flattened and slicked back; her hair is all unseemly with threads coming lose. Mew’s pale face is 
beaming with rage as her emeraldine eyes glare agape at Napstablook, even her fangs are showing. 


“We need to be going soon—” 


“What’dcha set an alarm for if you were gonna wake me up anyway! Can’t a ghost rest in 
peace?” Mew Mew’s tail is puffing up while swaying rapidly and her pink hair looks as though it was 
struck with lightning. 


“Oh, sorry Mew. But, you were going to wake up soon anyway.” 
“Soon? Soon? Soon!” She yells. 


“If ya didn’t notice, soon ain’t now Napstablook! I still got plenty of time to doze ‘til that thing 
goes off and I sure ain’t hearing any ringing right about—” 


The alarm dings into action, rudely cutting off Mew Mew. She hisses at the noise and 
telekinetically thrusts the clock into her hands, slamming it with a gloved paw before tossing it aside. 


“GAH! Now I’m angry! What’s so important that you got me waking up before that clock 
annoys me first? How'd you like it if I did this while you were sleeping!” 


Mew Mew lunges from her mattress and proceeds to jab at Napstablook’s incorporeal body 
with flimsy arms. Her paws pass through the translucent specter as if it were air and she hisses at every 
strike. 


“Uh, Mew, I know you’re uh...madder than usual but your head is backwards, again.” 


She pauses, her temper overcome by a sudden humiliation as she steps back onto her mattress 
and collects herself. Mew Mew lets out a raspy sigh before dusting off her pink skirt and calming her 
tail. She then proceeds to have her head float up, severing it from the rest of the doll’s body, then 
turns the entire body around with arms already crossed to face correctly. She rests her head on the 
now oriented body and sits down on the mattress. 


“What is it Napstablook?” 
“Are you still mad at me?” He meekly replies. 
“Gah! Never mind that now. That show is starting soon, eh?” 


Napstablook looks down, unsure of what to say that wouldn’t raise Mad Mew Mew’s temper 
again. 


“Um, Meta went ahead of us.” 

“What! They ditched us? After all we did to calm them dow—” 

“They went ahead to save us front row seats, Mew.” 

“Oh.” She simply resigns. 

“How considerate of them. That excited to see the show already huh? I’m not surprised.” 


Napstablook tilts a little at the comment; Mew isn’t normally this perceptive with other people 
so it intrigues them that she would say that. 


“Well, I mean, sure they’ve been talking about this show since last month— what with the 
neatly the whole town coming to watch and how much they wanted to be a part of the cast. But it’s 
not like Meta to just leave us, you know?” 


Mew Mew chuckles before getting up. “Oh buddy”, she proceeds to the window, her head 
only reaching about halfway, and opens the blinds letting in a shower of golden morning light. She 
stretches her arms while yawning and sleepily says, 


“Ya know, if you were staying at home listening to them cry on about that big audition, ya 
wouldn’t be too surprised either.” 


She turns back to Napstablook, with her whole body this time, and with her arms on her waist 
she says, “Look at me Naps, ever since I scouted this old doll by the alley, the afterlife’s been feeling 
a lot more like, normal life ya know? This body was a dream come true, much better than that dingy 
training dummy, and you wanna know what was going through my mind when I saw Mew Mew staring 
back at me from that dumpster?” 


“What?” Napstablook quietly asks. 


“Definitely not you two bozos back here at home.” She points to their beds and proceeds to 
lay posing on Meta’s pink blanket. 


“T wasn’t thinking about anything else other than my dream— finally that close to having the 
perfect body for me! I didn’t care that it was raining damn it and I didn’t care that I was already late 
for home, my dream was just there sitting so close by and I had to take it.” 


Her eyes sink, and she lets her head fall off and roll onto the bed, just beside her chest laying 
on its side. She scratches one of her ears, those same bells gently jingling with every motion, and looks 
at Napstablook while softly stating, “Meta’s been talking a great deal about wanting to be a star, we 
both know that.” 


Napstablook’s full attention is now captivated by this unexpected sincerity. 


“But to them, they can’t feel like they can do it without their own perfect body, ya know? They 
got the talent for singing and dancing sure— always singing those human songs from that T.V. channel 
with the funny cartoons. But without a body, their body, Meta just doesn’t feel like ‘themselves’ ya 
know? So they feel just like that, garbage— useless, useless, useless.” 


“Well, I don’t think they’re like garbage.” Napstablook for the first time shows firm conviction 
in their voice, “I told Meta to try auditioning anyway, I mean, how often does the whole town get 
offered to be in a play? Their opportunity was so close.” They sadly resign. 


“That’s just it though”, Mew Mew sardonically remarks, “Their dream was right there— real 
close. And to be teased your dreams just like that? Pll tell ya what I almost felt empathy. But with no 
body, Meta’s always gonna be thinking they’re a nobody so let them have this one.” 


Mew Mew tights herself up, carrying her head by her armpit and screwing it on like a lightbulb. 


“Don’t worry too hard about them leaving us like this. When your dream is that close ya tend 
to forget everything else hehe. Besides, I’m a little glad I ain’t hearing from them first thing in the 
morning.” 


Napstablook suddenly furrows what little they could with their eyes. They were smiling up 
until that last comment. 


“Mew Mew, wh— why would you say that?” 


“Are you kidding?’ Mew Mew raises her voice, “I was up nearly all-night last evening listening 
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to them muttering in their sleep!” She punches the neatly folded blanket, wrinkling and creasing it 


around the area where her paw landed. 
“Whole reason I hardly got a good night’s rest! Weren’t you hearing them sleep talking?” 
Napstablook shakes their head, “No.” 


“Unbelievable, unbelievable, unbelievable, how excited do ya have to be to be dreaming about 
the whole damn play the night before it shows?” 


She gets off Meta’s bed and once again dusts off her skirt before looking into a mirror beside 
Meta’s dresser. 


“So, where are we headed off to anyway?” 
“Oh, Meta said they’d be waiting for us.” 
“Where?” 


Chapter 2: Keep it Funny! Keep it Simple! Keep it Gay~ 


Susie has Kris, who is still carrying an assortment of posters and flyers, standing close to her 
while she remains on the stepladder— reaching up to ceiling holding the end of the streamers she’s 
attaching. 


“Hey Kris, we gotta hurry up before everyone starts pouring in.” 


Kris has the tape in their hands while carrying all the posters in their arms. They’re fidgeting 
with it, trying to get the strip loose with no luck as they’ve recently clipped their nails. 


“Ugh Kris what the hell? What’s taking you so long?” Susie impatiently demands. She’s been 
holding up those streamers for quite some time and her arms are beginning to shake. 


“Gah! Gimme that!” 


She quickly snags the roll of tape from Kris and starts clawing at the now loosened strip with 
her sharp talons. 


“See Kris? What did I tell you about growing your nails out like these.” She flashes her razored 
claws out to them on her other hand. “It makes you strong. And uh, you could like scratch stuff real 
good.” Susie proudly demonstrates as she makes quick work of the tape. 


They were supposed to finish putting up all these decorations in the middle of the school 
lobby yesterday, but they were too busy hanging out together and forgot about their duties completely. 
Susie is now frantically taping onto the ceiling the long strand of flyers that spell out, “School Festival 
Opening Day”’, with uneven and erratic strips of tape. She finishes at the halfway mark before hastily 
and loudly moving down the step ladder. “Alright let’s get this over with.” She brings the stepladder 
more to the right and once again climbs up to stick more of the streamers. 


Kris looks down at the assortment of flyers and posters they have carried in their arms— 
there’s at least a dozen. They look on at the empty bulletin board stood in the middle of the main 
corridor of the school then look at the time from a nearby clock hung near the entrance. “Seven- 
thirty’, the clock ticks. They tell Susie about this as well as the fact that they still have a multitude of 
flyers to stick. 


“Well what do you want me to do about it! There’s only one roll of tape.” She snarls. 


Kris thinks about it for a moment and looks on again at the barren bulletin board. It’s about 
twenty feet away from where they’re standing at the entrance and Susie is almost done anyway so they 
tell her about an idea. 


“What? You wanna throw the tape back-to-back from there all the way to me?” 


She purses her snout and eyes the distance from the bulletin board to where she’s standing 
from the step ladder. She looks back at Kris, who is just staring back emotionless, with furrowed 
squinting eyes before letting out a snickering sigh and remarking, “Genius, you wanna do it like that 
huhp Fine, but I gotta warn ya. I can throw real good.” 


Kris quickly paces towards the empty bulletin board— posters and flyers in their arms. They 
drop the whole bunch by their feet, the rolled papers crackling when they tumble, and they start 
flattening one of the flyers. They motion to Susie to pass the tape. She smirks, her jagged teeth glinting 
in the light, and tosses the tape with a resounding, “Catch!” 


It nearly goes over the bulletin board but Kris is able to clutch it with both palms just before 
it passes. They quickly rip a few strips before tossing it back to Susie who effortlessly catches it with 
one hand. “Come on Kris! You can throw better than that.” 


They flatten one of the rolled flyers across the floor. It’s a promotional advertisement of the 
school festival’s opening theater performance. “Macbeth & Monsters” it says in stylized bold text. 
There’s a figure in old Celtic garbs pointing a sword at a boss monster with a trident. Kris slaps the 
flyer onto the foam bulletin board and with tape on fingers, they hastily flatten and paste it on. They 
look back onto their pile of posters— still many to go. 


They ask again for the tape and when they look back at Susie, they find her biting off strips 
this time. 


“What do you mean ‘cut it out?’ This is way faster than just picking off the tape with my claws.” 
She asserted. Lobbing the tape again, this time it strikes square into the bulletin board with a 
resounding ‘thud’ as it bounces off and rolls into a corner. Kris scrambles to fetch the tape, crawling 
on all fours and nearly crumpling the posters in the process— when they reach it, they quickly get up 
to paste the next flyer. It’s a schedule for the entirety of the opening day of the school festival. All the 
events are listed neatly with the precise timeframes. 


Kris tosses the tape back at Susie who clasps it in the middle of the air, almost going over her 
head. “Hey watch it heh eh!” She swiftly takes a few more bites before returning it to Kris who is now 
flattening another poster to hang. It’s the cast of characters with their respective actors; there’s a 
considerable mix between hometown residents and students playing all the roles. Kris remembers 
seeing posters all around hometown a month ago promoting the whole show. Nearly all of their fellow 
classmates joined save for themselves and Susie with even parents venturing to be in the spotlight. 


Kris finishes putting up the rest of the posters while Susie remains standing on her step ladder. 
The two were busy with preparations but they quickly get distracted and devolve into having a game 
of catch using a roll of tape. 


“Hey Kris! Why don’t you keep backing up eh? Let’s see how far you can throw this thing heh 
heh.” Susie throws the roll with a swift jolt of the arm. Kris barely clutches it and backs up to throw 
it hard but it nearly falls short as Susie reaches far to catch it. 


“That the best you can do? C’mon, you’re not a sissy now are you, Kris?” She heaves the roll 
of tape as if she was pitching and it strikes Kris right in the chest. They flinch, slightly, and get down 
on one knee while gripping the spot where it hit. 


“Whoa Kris, you alright?” Susie yells, “I didn’t mean to—” They swiftly get back on their feet 
with a piercing smile on their face. They back up all the way to the end of the corridor and prepare to 
throw harder than they ever had before. 


“Hell yeah Kris! No more holding back. You just gonna let that slide ha!” 


Just then, the school doors burst open with the sound of chatter beaming from outside. It’s 
Noelle, still dressed in her red-green checkered sweater vest and black skirt, she’s carrying with her 
several paper shopping bags full of costumes. She enters the school, distracted with talking to someone 
outside, and doesn’t notice Susie stood atop the step ladder until she’s up close. 


“C-oh, Hi Susie! Good morn—” 


With a lunging sweep, Kris catapults the tape roll at blurring speeds— they threw hard, too 
hard. Susie attempts to clasp it in the middle of the air but it overshoots and ends up outside. 


“Whoa! Ha ha- no wh-wait—’, she yells. She loses balance on the step ladder and tumbles 
backwards into Noelle causing her and the step ladder to fall with everything crashing to an echoing 
clang. Kris immediately rushes to their aid while both Susie and Noelle are left in a daze. 


“Geez, alright alright, you got me Kris.” She rubs the back of her head. Kris offers a hand and 
Susie springs up, still wobbly from the fall. 


“Heh, guess we both went a little overboard—huh?” Kris informs Susie of Noelle, pointing 
to her, while she is still sat on the floor all winded. Susie turns around and her smug stature instantly 
vanishes to a panicked worty. 


“Oh shoot, Noelle, I didn’t see you there. Sorry I- I must’ve hit you on the way down. You 
Alright?” Noelle hears those words but only pays attention to her last sentence as next thing she sees 
is Susie down on one knee offering a hand while she’s sat there on the floor. Her confusion melts into 
fluster as her face goes red all over. Noelle tries her hardest not to shriek as she purses her lips as her 
eyes just stare remain fixated on Susie for a moment. 


“Uhh, hey, you alr—” 


“Yes yeah uh huh yup [’m fine yeah!” Noelle blurts out. Quickly standing up, she hides her 
blushing face from Susie and starts to pick up the paper bags scattered across the floor. 


“Uh, Pll help you with that I guess.” 


“Th-thanks, Susie!” They remain there picking up different bags in silence. Kris approaches 
and quietly apologized to Susie. 


“Heh, you really did a number on me this time Kris. You watch yourself next time.” Kris 
nervously chuckles it off. 


“Uh... what were you to up to anyway?” Noelle inquires. 


“Oh you know, just uh, throwing tape and wrecking stuff.” Noelle looks at the fallen step 
ladder behind Susie and around the school corridor where she notices all the decorations put up. 


“Wait, were you two uh, only now putting up all these streamers?” Noelle teases. 


“Now wait just a minute there. You’re not gonna tell Ms. Dreemurr are your” Susie asks with 
a setious tone. 


“Oh n-no! Not at all. Well, only if you help us with the rest of these props.” She seizes the 
opportunity to do less of the heavy lifting. 


“Heh, fine by me. Pm better off doing that instead of acting around in that play.” 
“Susieeeee” Noelle pokes at her. 


“You teally should have, you know, tried auditioning! Plays are uh... they’re fun.” She cheerily 
says. “And also I would’ve loved being on stage with you.” She quickly mutters under her breath. 


“Huh?” 
“What?” Noelle exclaims. 


“Me? Some kind of actor or something? Heh, who’d wanna see that? Pd probably scare off 
the judges and like hell am I gonna sing.” 


“Well Susie, how would you know if you didn’t try?” 


“Don’t have to, besides, Kris didn’t really feel like going either and I didn’t wanna leave them 
alone during the show. And honestly, plays? All that drama and sappy crap? Uh yeah that ain’t for me.” 


“But Susie!”’ Noelle asserts. 

“T thought you liked uh... violence and uh, killing and murder.” 

“T mean, yeah. But what’s gotta do with that.” She points to the poster of Macbeth & Monsters. 
“Susie! It’s Macbeth & Monsters. There’s a whole part where this one guy kills people and—” 
“What!” Susie exclaims. 


“Hey Kris, why didn’t you tell me there was action in this thing?” She lightly punches them by 
the shoulder while still carrying a bundle of paper bags. Kris informs Susie that they had assumed she 
was already awate of this. 


“Like hell! How would I know about all that crap? Ya think ’m going around watching plays 
and musicals and stuff?” 


“Susie!” Noelle gasps, “It’s Macbeth & Monsters— don’t you remember? Miss Alphys had a 
whole lesson about that. She talked about the plot and everything.” 


Susie squints at Noelle; she looks through her with a piercing gaze, carefully trying to get a 
read on her. Noelle can only smile back and sweat nervously as she’s completely unsure of what to 
say. The thoughts come in but before she gets a word out, Susie simply snickers and resigns, “Guess 
I forgot.” Noelle and Kris don’t say a word in response but their minds both collectively facepalm. 
“Well, I uh, I guess this whole thing won’t be as boring as I thought then.” She then excitedly asks, 
“So, who’s gonna die Noelle?” 


Berdly walks in, adorned with a plaid red kilt and black tunic with long sleeves. He has padded 
himself with leather armor on top of his tunic and swung around his shoulder is a plaid red-green sash 
that is fastened with a leather belt along his waist. He’s whistling to himself a musical number from 


the play and he cheerfully marches into school before greeting, “Ah! Kris, Susan, what serendipitous 
timing! What do you think of my excellent battle armor?” He twirls around with his wings spread 
elegantly by his waist and takes a bow when he completes a turn. Susie’s giving him the stink eye while 
Kris is oddly intrigued by the whole getup. 


“Ubh... is that a skirt?’ Susie snickers. 


“Why it’s not just any typical skirt!” Berdly boisterously bellows. “This, is a kilt— it is a 
warrior’s garments from the distant land of the Scots. This apparel is worn by only the most prestigious 
of fighters. I cannot think of a more suitable attire for an avian of my illustriousness. For you see, no 
battle is as grueling as the duel of intellect! Such sophistication cannot be found in brutish violence as 
the mind is superior to the body.” 


“Uh...yeah dude, sure. You rock that.” Susie replies. 
Kris asks Berdly if he left home and walked all the way to school in his full costume. 


“Why of course my third-in-class compatriot! I wanted to look my absolute best for this 
opening performance! And it cannot wait for the dressing room— speaking of which.” Berdly has 
himself lugging a wagon of an assortment of props: weapons, cloths, and a couple costumes. “Noelle 
dear, our fellow actors outside still have much equipment to bring inside. Come, let us make haste we 
do not want to let anyone down.” 


“Oh yeah, thanks for reminding Berdly. Susie, Kris, let’s bring this stuff to the theater.” 


The four make their way through the school corridor with Noelle and Berdly leading while 
Kris and Susie trail behind. They pass by the bulletin board of posters and Berdly comments, “Ah 
Kris, it is a real waste that you did not venture to join us in this performance. I would have most 
certainly given you some of the spotlight. But not too much, hah! Sometimes, even a genius such as I 
am blind to his own brilliance.” Kris doesn’t say a word but Susie smirks at them, “Guess we kinda 
lucked out on not joining after all, heh?” 


The group goes near the school closet where Castletown, Ralsei, and the rest of the darkworld 
denizens have all been tucked neatly with everyone but Susie and Kris aware of their existence. 


“Hey Kris, after all this, let’s hang out with them again at the end of the day eh? Can’t wait to 
tell Lancer all about this sappy crap. Still got him and that weirdo Kaard guy in your pocket?” 


Kris rummages through what they have on them. Under the lint, trash, and chewed pencils 
they have two cards— the ace of spades and a rules card for poker. 


“T wonder what Ralsei’s doing about now. Gee, even he was all giddy about us joining that 
play. Heh, like that’ll ever happen.” 


The party makes a left towards the corridor leading to the school theater. Noelle opens the 
door and the rest move inside. It’s a warm atmosphere, hometown theater, for its modest seating of 
about one hundred. Rows of velvet seats are folded upward and aligned along three aisles that descend 
down a sloped path towards the stage. There’s a pit just before the stage where band members reside 
to play for shows which is flanked by two curved staircases. The stage is massive compared to the 


relatively small space of the theater; the whole platform sweeps from one end to another with a 
protruding arced section jutting out at the front. Massive green curtains droop down from above, 
where stage lights are hung from catwalks and the enormous white backdrop that served as the 
background for sets, the cyclorama, was illuminated by a yellow haze. Opposite the stage, near the 
entrance where the party came in was the technical booth by the upper floor. This was where the 
projector, the biggest spotlights, and all the technical controls that managed sound and lighting were 
enclosed— in a glass-paneled booth. 


They head backstage where boxes of props are already resting in wait. “Alright everyone” 
Noelle announces, “let’s leave all this stuff here and start getting some of these props ready.” Everyone 
follows suit, laying out the props onto the wooden backstage floor. From carboard boxes they grab 
costumes, glassware, weaponry, and all sorts of trinkets for the play. Other boxes remain sealed and 
dusty like the ones full of props from past performances or the box of white masks Susie knocked 
over while reaching for another box. 


From the wings of the dim back stage, Susie decides to step in the light onto the freshly- 
lacquered wooden stage. “Hey Kris! Check this out, this place is all shiny and stuff.” They move to 
Susie, taking in the near-perfect luster of the waxed floor. She’s making faces in the faint reflection 
while Kris just looks at themselves with that very same cold gaze. 


Despite everything, it’s only them, Kris Dreemurr, and they take in the sight of their brooding 
disheveled face. They could hardly see their own eyes under the canopy of their brown overgrown 
hair but there they were glinting under the beam of overhead stage lights— red as an autumn leaf. 
They think deeply of what they see, who they are, who they are not, and the certain things that could 
have been had it not been for certain things. Were they but a fall leaf? Falling, falling, falling wherever 
the wind swept— helpless to the whims of meandering fate. Did it really matter, they thought, all the 
choices they had made up to now? When their life laid out, like tapestry on the floor, resembled more 
so frayed and spiraling threads than a bigger picture woven by delicate hands— who would blame 
them for being so numb to it all? They glared at their visage, their mind trapped in that crushing vision 
of complete weakness, yet they couldn’t think of it for long as while they saw glaring coldly at them 
that very same person they hated in the mirror, they also saw Susie smiling back, making a less than 
flattering gesture with her hands. 


Perhaps it didn’t matter at all, thinking about what has already been, as everyone will end the 
same regardless of what they chose. There was still plenty of time left they thought and now with 
someone to spend that time well, all they could do was give it up and smile with her. Despite this, a 
looming shroud of darkness still tugged away at the corner of Kris’ heart. Within the faint reflection 
of the waxed-floor, they could make out the catwalks and rafters from up above where all the stage 
lights were hung. Perhaps it was only imagination, the anxiety, or their lack of sleep but they swore 
they saw a figure from above— it was almost as if someone else was smiling back at them. They 
looked up hoping to see something but all they saw were stage lights neatly arrayed and pointed save 
for one that flickered erratically. 


Chapter 3: Who Could Ask for a Better House? 


“Alright everybody, be on your best behavior now as we have the rest of these props 
backstage.” Instructs a soft voice coming from the entrance of the theater. It’s Ms. Toriel, teacher of 
the kindergarten, and she has following with her most of the cast of the play. “Oh shoot Kris it’s your 
mom, uh... let’s get outta here before she—”, Toriel immediately spots the two. “Ah! Kris dear, and 
with Susie as well. You’re both rather early, were you helping along with the rest of us? How sweet.” 
Following with her is the rest of the high school class with a few parents who will also be joining in 


the play. 


Toriel joins with Kris and Susie while the rest move back stage for preparations, “My my, you 
too really are funny children’, she teases. “You were both so adamant on not auditioning for the play 
and yet here you are, earlier than the rest of us ha ha.” Susie gives that bewildered look she has 
whenever someone successfully reads her while Kris merely shrugs it off. “You two better sign up by 
the school lobby soon, seats reservation is on a first come first served basis. I believe the show will be 
starting soon” Toriel advises. “Uh, thanks Ms. Toriel.” 


Kris and Susie return to the school lobby where hometown residents are now going in to see 
the show. Ms. Alphys is sat on a long table by the bulletin board where she is managing the people in 
queue for seat reservations— Kris and Susie line up. “Ah, Kris, Susie, I almost thought you two were 
uh, not gonna join. You two weren’t in the closet again, were you?” Alphys teases. Kris replies that 
they will be doing that later to which Susie yells, “What! Kris, our little secret? Come on dude don’t 
just go around telling Ms. Alphys about that deal.” Alphys’ smug teasing quickly fades to a pained 
slack-jawed half smile as her mind runs a million possibilities of whatever Susie meant. “Errr why 
don’t you two just sign here and we'll get you seated properly.” She nervously chuckles while thinking 
to herself, “Heck maybe you’re better off separated too.” Susie’s eyes immediately snap to see if there 
are any front row seats vacant but the only ones left are all located nearly at the very rear. 


“Hey Ms. Alphys, what gives? There’s only these lame seats left at the back.” 


“Sorry Susie, but you did sign up here a little late. It pays to be early you know; you should try 
that with class sometime too. Someone even showed up here earlier than everyone else by a long shot 
and saved their friends a couple front row seats.” 


“What? Gee how excited do ya have to be to show up that early. Ugh whatever, guess we’re 
hanging out in the back, Kris” and with that, they sign their names. 


The school theater is nearly full with an audience eager to see their children, friends, family, 
or even parents in the one and only Macbeth & Monsters production of hometown. Quiet chatter 
sounds among dim seats as everyone lays in wait of seeing the curtains open. At the front row seats, 
we have some of the most important people in hometown along with two ghosts— one rather worried 
and one rather mad. “Where’s Meta?” Napstablook turns to Mad Mew Mew. “At this point, I ain’t 
got no clue anymore but I’m sure they'll turn up soon.” In one cluster of seats, you have a family of 


cats and in another corner one of bunnies. The lovely couples of hometown seem to be all together 
in the middle. And there, near the very back row of seats, is the one human, Kris, and their mischievous 
monster friend Susie. 


“Ladies, gentlemonsters, and everyone beyond and in-between.” Booms a low gravelly voice 
from the technical booth. Everyone is hushed with all eyes now pointed at the green curtains lit up by 
two bright spotlights. 


“Here at last is the moment you’ve all been waiting for! Macbeth & Monsters— a tale of light 
and dark, a tale of highs and woes, a tale we could all cry or laugh to. Of course, all this wouldn’t be 
possible without the wonderful talents of our little ones and you! So give it up, and without further 
ado, for hometown’s Macbeth & Monsters 


{?? 


Applause cheers out as the overture music plays from large speakers. 


“Alright hell yeah; can’t wait to see all the action, Kris.” Susie beams with sincere delight for 
once. Spotlights circle around the green curtains as they are pulled slowly apart from each other. All 
eyes ate on stage now and with— the power cuts out. 


Lights from the booth, the stage, and the ones illuminating the seating area are all turned off 
at once as the theater is enveloped in darkness. Music from the speakers was abruptly silenced and the 
only gasps and hurried muttering air out in the theater. “Hey uh, Kris, do plays normally... do this?” 
Susie nervously asks. Kris tenses up and their heart beats louder than the anxious chatter of everyone. 
Suddenly, from the stage, a faint light sweeps from under the curtains and quickly grows brighter until 
it fills the entirety of the theater with daylight before fading to black again. “Ah what the hell! Gee 
they really went overboard with tha— huh, what?” Kris leaps from their seat and points to the barely 
visible dark billowing cloud of smoke rising from under the curtains. In the dimness of the theater, 
somehow, this cloud is darker yet darker than anything they’ve ever seen and it’s quickly filling the 
room. 


“Kris! What the hell is that? No, it can’t! Who would... gah! Whatever, let’s get out of here 
before— wait how do we get everyone else?” Kris is already sprinting down the aisle to the entrance 
with Susie following along but when they reach there, they find all doors locked. “Damn it, this won’t 
budge!” Susie kicks and punches with all her might fruitlessly while Kris is scrambling to think of 
something. Screams and yelling overcome the theater as everyone gets up from their seats and attempt 
to flee the tumultuous scene. “Come on Kris! Help me with this door it won’t—” They grab Susie by 
the shoulder and turn to them. Kris tells Susie that they cannot outrun the creation of this dark world 
so they urge that the only way to fix things is to save everyone by sealing the erupting fountain as soon 
as possible. 


“Whoa whoa dude, Kris, quit breathing so quickly.” Susie calms. She gets down on one knee 
to their height and looks right at them with reassuring eyes, “Hey Kris, don’t sweat it too much alright? 
We're like, the only experts in town when it comes to this— we got it alright?” That calms them 
enough. “Besides”, Susie stands up and poses with her fists by her waist. She cracks her knuckles 
before proudly declaring, “I was looking for some action! We’re like heroes or whatever Ralsei says 
about that whole prophecy thing. It’s a dark world for crying out loud— might as well have some fun.” 
Kris tells them however that for this occasion, there should be a lot less screwing around given the 
danger everyone is in. “What? Oh alright, let’s do this Kris.” 


Then the room was covered in darkness. 


Chapter 4: Up Above the World so High 


Falling, falling, falline— crash! And they find themselves lying face down on a cold grated 
surface; no matter how many dark worlds they end up in, Kris never seems to get a hang of the landing. 
They could have sworn they fell down right next to Susie but she’s nowhere to be seen or heard. 
Springing up on their feet, they take in this new world but hardly anything could be seen right in front 
of them. Kris nearly loses balance walking around as not even the ground can be made out clearly. 
With every step, only the noise of metallic clanging pierces the deafening quiet as they feel around 
with outstretched hands what appears to be railing guiding them along a straight narrow path. 


The air feels stuffy and oddly warm with a faint burning smell irritating at Kris. It reminds 
them a little of the electric atmosphere of Cyber City but this is a far cry from that vibrant cheer. 
Trudging through the darkness, they eventually feel with their hand what appears to be a round handle. 
Running both hands carefully along the rest of the object, they discern that it is a switch. They pull it 
down with a snapping click and immediately, Kris hears the sound of flood lights turn on echoing 
around them. Their world is illuminated with incandescent lights and they can see clearly now they 
have been walking on the metal catwalks found above a theater stage. Despite all the light, when they 
look down all they see is darkness still but at least they see now ahead of them more paths zagging 
and twisting. 


There seems to be neither rhyme nor reason to the pathing of these catwalks suspended 
somehow over the sea of darkness below— only more switches to light up the rest of this maze. They 
reach a wide platform where they find a figure slumped over on the ground. Kris approaches 
cautiously with their hands readied to summon their trusty blade and shield as the figure on the ground 
sluggishly rights itself up. It rubs the back of its head and audibly winces, “Ow, damn. I gotta stop 
hitting the back of my head”, it’s Susie. They notice each other and Kris rushes to her aid, asking if 
she’s alright. “Me? Heh, this is nothing I— ow ow okay.” She staggers a little swaying from side-to- 
side before Kris helps her with the balance. “Alright alright, mayyyybe Pm not so fine. We otta find 
Ralsei soon— wherever he is. Where the hell are we?” They explain to her the surroundings and how 
they’ve been meandering through an aimless maze. “Huh, well you lead the way Kris.” 


Together, they navigate through the dark maze of zigging catwalks activating switches and 
illuminating more of the path. Susie is going about the whole situation with her usual nonchalant smug 
demeanor while Kris seemed bothered by an anxious feeling aching at their heart. Just like earlier, they 
felt as though something among the shadows was shifting about carefully examining, watching, and 
stalking them like prey. Their eyes darted to-and-fro trying desperately to find anything but only 
darkness filled the air. Despite it all, they seemed to have a knack for knowing when uninvited eyes 
were peering at their every movement. 


Finally, they reach a wide rectangular platform with multiple narrow paths stemming from it. 
At the end of one of the longer sides, is what appears to be a dark concrete building with flat pane 
windows near the roof. There is a single large switch attached to the wall— it’s the biggest one they’ve 
seen yet. It is too big for one person to pull down so they do pull together on the count of three. It 
snaps into place, reverberating all about through the darkness, but nothing happens. 


“Huh”, Susie says. 
“Guess that was a dud. What was even the poi—” 


The platform beneath them begins to violently rattle, throwing the too off balance as it sounds 
off piercing clanging. Lights from inside the dark building seem to fling on as the windows are filled 
with a beaming glow. They look up and see above the activation of dozens then hundreds of circular 
spotlights all around the sky— filling it up as if they were stars. 


“Hey Kris, let’s like... not stick around to see what happens with this eh? I can’t tell if ’m 
hearing ringing from my ears or this damn noise around us at this point. What is that?” 


Faintly humming is the noise of what sounds like moving train tracks yet no trains of any sorts 
seem to be around. 


“Whatever, let’s get out of here.” 


They tread along back to the catwalk path they came from but right on their way there Kris is 
afflicted with that very same anxious feeling of being watched. They snap their head upward and notice 
way up above steel beams that wind and twist going seemingly nowhere and everywhere at once. 


“Kris, quit staring at all those lights come on we gotta get—” 


Crash! Two figures dive from above. Susie reflexively recoils back with a sudden jolt then 
immediately summons her magic axe. Kris on the other hand readies themselves in a fighting stance 
with their shield materializing in front and their sword gripped tightly. 


“Who the hell are you!” Susie demands. 


With their heads down and their bodies tucked in a fetal position, the two figures slowly rise 
in unison stretching long arms at their sides. Their metallic bodies glisten in the light as they reveal 
their legs to be consisting of long metal poles bundled together with feet that are pointed and triangular. 
Their legs wrap around a metal ring for a waist with appears to be a tail at the rear and their bodies 
consist of metal framework that form a roll cage in the shape of a torso. The long gangly arms that 
stretch down to the knees hinge around another metal ring that forms the shoulder area. Finally, for 
a head these two creatures possess a large spotlight you'd see at the theater; they swing awake, opening 
the flaps that cover the lamp and shine their light on Susie and Kris. 


“Hey! If you’re lookin’ to fight you better be ready cuz me and Kris have been through worse 
than this!” She bravely yells yet these Spotbots are thrice her size and they don’t seem moved by the 
threat. They don’t make a noise, merely keeping that light fixated on the two, and with unbroken eye 
contact the two Spotbots take a bow before lunging at the heroes with clawed hands. 


A fight breaks out— the two Spotbots swing their dangly arms trying to claw at flesh with 
metal appendages. Susie and Kris are quick to dodge and the latter thrusts their sword at one of the 
Spotbots but it evades gracefully. Susie attempts to reason with these darkners like how she was taught 
before but it seems that no one would blame her for picking violence this once. 


“Heh! That all ya got?” She sweeps her axe at the feet of the Spotbot but it leaps into the air 
and counterattacks with its tail— piercing like a scorpion. Susie is hit, sending her prone backwards 
with a Spotbot now barreling towards her but she rolls out of the way just in the nick of time. 


Kris dances around with the other enemy— both shifting their feet with fancy work. They’re 
on the defensive, carefully picking out an opportunity to counterattack. They find it! With a swift strike 
they swing at the legs and the Spotbot quickly dodges out of the way. 


Despite their monstruous size the Spotbots are agile and neither Kris nor Susie can seem to 
land any hit at all. Kris realizes that at this rate, it’s only a matter of time before they’re backed into a 
corner so they yell at Susie a new plan. 


“Running away? Works for me!” 
They both slide under the legs of the towering Spotbots and flee the scene. 


The enemies give chase while Kris and Susie dart across the straight path of the narrow catwalk. 
They run like hell, not caring to look behind how close the enemies reach but they both hear the 
clamoring stomps of heavy feet pacing behind them. Kris is leading the way, and all around they can 
see lights shifting and dancing about as more and more seem to point and track their movements. 


“So! Kris!” Susie yells from behind. “Got any other bright besides running away?” They look 
under, and through the grated metal catwalk, they can just make out beneath the sea of darkness below 
hazy light like what you would see in a smoggy city— perhaps it wasn’t a void after all? But they hear 
the sound of metallic slamming getting closer and closer than before and they quickly see zooming 
past under them one of the Spotbots swinging under the metal catwalk, overtaking their pace by a 
long shot. The two press on regardless and they see in the distance an opening where they could flee 
but just before they could make out what is over, their path is blocked by the Spotbot who swung up 
from below. Kris halts in their sprint nearly toppling over from Susie running into them and the two 
turn to race back the other way but the other Spotbot is already slowly approaching. 


“Damn it! K-Kris! What the hell do we do?” They turn to each other’s back, facing opposite 
and readying themselves to fend off the Spotbots. They are cornered undoubtedly but they will put 
up a good fight before these Spotbots make minced meat of them. But the two approaching enemies 
abruptly stop, retracting their claws inwards and instead focus their beaming light at the two heroes. 
Their hearts racing in anticipation, Susie decides to take the initiattve and begins casting a rude buster 
spell. She points an index finger towards the idle Spotbot but just before she finishes, she and Kris 
are both struck with a blue light. The spotbots switch themselves from a white to a blue light and 
remain there motionless. 


“Ha! So, you can change your lights huh? Yeah real scary! Wait ‘til I—” Susie attempts to 
move her arm but with she groans in pain with even the tiniest twitch. 


“O-ow Ow! What the hell! Kris, it burns when I move. I-I can’t— what the hell is this!’ 
“Don’t look so blue now darlings, I think you look beautiful in the spotlight.” 


They hear it, a deep husky masculine voice bellowing out from seemingly everywhere. 


“Who’s there!” 
The voice chuckles. They then hear a swooping noise beneath them and there, they see it. 


Rising from the dark haze beneath, a figure with a glowing ethereal beauty shines its glistening 
light onto the heroes. It has two enormous wings that flap graciously with iridescent sparkle and hue 
that changes from every angle. Its legs are long black and slender, wearing pink heeled boots that 
stretch up to the shin. It has adorned itself with a bicolor tailcoat of pink and black and under this it 
appears to have a white suit. It has broad pointed shoulders, with thick golden noodle-like arms 
wearing white gloves. Finally, its face is pale as the moon with a beaming with a spectral visage and its 
hair is long black and pointed with small accents of pink at the tips. 


“Great! Now who the hell are you now?” Susie demands through eritted teeth. 


“T’m’, the figure introduces, “darling ’'m the star of the show— everyone’s favorite. Aren’t 
you allured by this heavenly body?” 


He twirls in the air, showing off his colorful wings and takes a bow when he completes a turn. 


“Everyone calls me by a lot of names, but since you heroes are my special guests, just call me 
by my real name— Mettaton.” 


“Special guests huh? Well what a warm welcome this is! Call of your minions so I can beat you 
up myself!” 


“Oh dear, don’t get ahead of yourself now Susie darling, we still have so much left to see. Try 
smiling eh? It'll make you look more beautiful.” He chuckles again. 


“How did you know my name?” 


“Oh darlings no need to be so coy now— not when you both have quite the repertoire. I 
mean, heroes of light that have saved the world twice over? Of course Pve heard all about you, 
especially your human friend right here.” 


He approaches Kris who is idly posing there without saying a word. 


“My my, you’re even more beautiful in person! Excuse me, I just simply adore humans; it’s 
almost like I’m the one starstruck here. They told me so much about you: the way you fight, the way 
you save people, and the way you’ve made so many friends. Everyone seems to love you darling— 
you're quite the star yourself.” 


Mettaton is resting an elbow on the metal railing while holding his chin in a pose. 


“Say, stars like us deserve only the biggest audiences. And I’ve noticed that you’ve only been 
performing around your friends, wasted potential really. Let’s have a heart to heart dear; how about I 
bring you and I to the biggest stage of them all where everyone will have no choice but to see us. I 
just need is a small favor that is, and it all starts here.” Mettaton taps Kris’ chest. 


“Hey bozo. Kris is with me! They'll never join whatever the hell you have going on here.” 


“Oh my, it seems that someone is jealous. Well, I suppose I could find a fitting role for you 
here darling. After all, the hero of the story needs someone like you in order to really shine.” 


He stares down Susie for a bit. 


“But if you don’t mind we'll have to swap out that wardrobe for something more flattering. 
I’m all for purple darling but you'll need to wear something that really brings out the yellow of your 
eyes.” 


“Like hell! Neither of us are going with you, ain’t that right Kris?” 


They slowly make an agonizing turn of the head to face Mettaton and, powering through the 
stinging blue light, Kris raises a hand and flips him off, making Susie laugh. 


“Oh my, I thought so dearly we could do this, together— but you already have an act don’t 
your” He sighs, floating away some distance before shrugging it off. “I suppose I'll have to do this the 
less exciting way.” 


Mettaton’s hand morphs to the shape of a blaster and he aims it directly at Kris and Susie. 
Beams of energy spiral around the device as his whole body lights up with an imposing aura. 


“So long darlings. Why don’t you give us your best smile here? Might as well make your last 
moments absolutely beautifull” He sounds off a sinister laugh as he charges a powerful attack. 


Kris tries to think of something but their mind is shackled by panicked fear and so they just 
stand there, frozen. 


“Kris! What do we do?” Susie yells. 
But they say nothing. 

“Kris! Get a hold of yourself!” 
Still, nothing. 

“Kris!” 

“Goodbye darlings!” 


The sound of thunderous crackling booms from Mettaton’s blaster and a harsh white light 
envelopes his vision as a beam fires off at the heroes. 


“Gah screw it!” Susie powers through the pain of the paralyzing blue light and grabs Kris by 
the waist. Groaning through it, she then hurdles herself off the catwalk sending herself and Kris 
plummeting down to the darkness below. 


The beam attack just barely grazes the two and when the light fades, Mettaton spots them 
falling through the clouds. 


“Oh my, now this is about to get very very interesting...” 


Chapter 5: Break a Leg 


They feel the cold breeze sweeping past their face as they descend once more down to the 
world below. “Look! Let’s land there”, Susie points to the roof of what looks like a hotel tower. Kris 
eyes up there landing spot and braces themselves for the ground. After falling for what seemed like 
minutes on end, they finally reach the roof and slam into concrete with a cracking thud. Kris manages 
to successfully pull off a barrel roll while Susie kneels down on one leg as she hits the ground. 


“Heh, no way am I hitting my head again”, she dusts herself off and offers a hand to Kris who 
is still knelt on the ground. 


“Gee, you alright Kris? The hell was up with you back there? Come on, like you said, we gotta 
get going before uh... before...wait, where is everyone?” She looks around the dreary and grimy 
surroundings of the roof where she notices the door that leads down. Kris rummages around in their 
pockets for a healing item but it appears that they lost a few things during their fall. When they look 
down, they also notice that their clothing is different; instead of their usual chest plate, ascot, gauntlets, 
and greaves they’re now wearing boots, white trousers with a buttoned white waistcoat, a cravat, and 
a deep blue open coat with golden buttons and white cuffs. Susie’s outfit is completely different as 
well but she doesn’t seem to notice and Kris could hardly keep to themselves as they stare at Susie. 


“What are you giving me that look for?” She grumbles. “Look I had to do what I had to, not 
like we had another choice. You’re not hurt are your” Kris shakes their and thanks Susie for saving 
their skin. 


“Heh, don’t mention it. Come on, let’s get out of here.” They walk to the door downward but 
right as they were to open it, they suddenly feel a gush of sweeping air behind them. They turn around 
and see a dark billowing vortex amassing itself from sweeping gusts of black smoke moving across 
the ground. They ready themselves for another fight and just as their breath tenses up, the black vortex 
shifts into a red door. It swings ajar, and out comes a familiar face. 


“Ralsei!” Susie greets. 


The Prince of Darkness himself, there in his leafy robe, with a face as inviting and white as 
first days of winter. Ears fluffier than a loyal dog’s fur and the arcing pink horns of a goat, Ralsei 
makes his entrance. 


“Hello everyone, sorry I took so long.” He’s gasping, taking in heavy inhales as he gives himself 
a moment to catch his breath. 


“Dude, you look exhausted. What’s the matter?” Susie asks. 


“Oh, well you see. Normally travelling to dark worlds like this doesn’t take too much effort— 
all I have to do is cast a few spells. But... this world is nothing like Pve felt before.” Ralsei corrects 
his glasses before approaching the two. His fur is slovenly and frayed and he looks as though he ran 
a marathon. 


“Kris, Susie, this dark world’s fountain is nothing like ’'ve ever sensed before. Whoever made 
this, they put all their will and desire into it— creating a fountain with an influence nearing that of 


even my own world. This dark world’s power is weighing on me too, it’s like something’s constantly 
pressing on my chest. If we don’t seal it soon, I fear it might even have a toll on my form, ha ha!” 


The two stare at Ralsei with deathly expressions. 


“Oh? Did that frighten you? Ah ha, no need to worry. I’m sure we can settle things here before 
that starts to happen. All we have to do is seal the dark fountain.” 


“Yeah about that. That’s gonna be uh... a little tough with that Mettaton fella flying around.” 
“Mettaton? Who is Mettaton Susie?” 


“Well first of all, he like... totally tried to kill us, then he said some things about being a star 
or whatever and tried to convince Kris to hand their soul over to him. Do you know anything about 


that?” 
“He tried to what?” Ralsei screams. 


“Huh, I guess not hehe. Well we better get going— Oh uhm... can you like, do your healing 
magic on us? We were kinda beat up from earlier.” Susie shows off her numerous claw marks from 


the Spotbot fight. 


“Oh my, of course! Here, hold still.” Ralsei goes in for an embrace and Susie reluctantly accepts. 
She feels her wounds closing over as the stinging pains fade away. 


“Thanks, dude.” She says. 
“You're welcome! Oh, and I love your new dress.” He cheerfully compliments. 


“What dress?” Susie looks down and notices her new wardrobe. She’s wearing a deep violet 
knee-length dress with puffed sleeves and a white pinafore strapped around her shoulders going down 
to her skirt. Her eyes widen and her face is overcome with a flustered red and she screams, “WHAT!”, 
before going to Kris. 


“Kris! Kris, what. Why didn’t you say anything?” She shakes them. 

Kris doesn’t say a word. 

“Were you just gonna go the entire way and not tell me about... about this!” 
They snort a soft chortle— desperately trying to not smile. 


“Ts this funny to you! After all we’ve been through! Your outfit’s different too and you’re just 
fine with that?” 


“Aww Susie, I think you look great—” 


“Not a word! Ralsei, forget it! Just... ugh don’t bring this up.” She’s fuming as if though steam 
was coming out of her snout. 


“Susie, I believe Kris would like to be healed.” Susie lets go of them but not before softly 
punching their shoulder. She grumbles off on her own through the door muttering curses and 
indecencies to her as she stomps down the stairs. 


“Ah, I really missed this, you know, Kris? Looks like you two ended up in a play after all— 
just not the one you were expecting hee hee.” Kris takes this opportunity to inform Ralsei that nearly 
all of hometown also happens to be in the dark world. 


“Oh my, things are dire indeed. Not to worry! All we have to do is get to that fountain as soon 
as possible and we can save anyone we meet along the way. Let’s hurry, we wouldn’t want anyone 
getting hurt. Lead the way Kris”, and off they descend. 


They find Susie on the lower floor, down a brightly-lit tiled corridor with a red carpet. She has 
her back against the wall with her arms crossed; she’s just there, staring at the vista of the city below 
through the glass walls overlooking this dark world. 


“Ah, there you ate Susie—” 
“This place is... pretty rad.” 
They look off through the glass panes to the dark world below. 


Yonder is a skyline scraped by jet black towers with white window panes. Lights abound scatter 
these pitch-dark spires, bringing light to the land pass midnight’s hands. To heaven high, to the starry 
sky, the indigo horizon is dotted and pierced with twinkles of spotlights dancing up above. Like 
fireflies they move, like stars they shine, these stage light beams fill heaven high. A single spotlight, 
the biggest of them all, looms across heaven— piercing the dreary haze of cloud and smog. The moon, 
Luna, in all its ethereal gloom, brings the midnight land a heavenly glow. 


Streaking across is another kind of cloud— one of heltum and propellors. A zeppelin floats 
above, shooting beams of light wherever it goes. It wanders, searching for who knows what, for the 
light it follows is wherever the winds plot. And in the middle of this land is a tower much higher than 
any other stretched across the horizon. It is a magnificent art deco monument lit up on all sides as the 
beacon of this land of darkness. Truly, it is a tower fit for the seat of an empire and at its peak juts the 
spite of midnight itself. The dark fountain, the very pillar that gives this land form, streams elegantly — 
flowing up into heaven as if though it were reaching for the stars. 


“IT must admit’, Ralsei stares at the scene, taking in the glamor of this midnight city, “the 
beauty of a dark world stems from the will of its creator. This fountain I sense... it’s rather pure 
compared to most— it’s focused. I fear that... this Mettaton fellow you spoke of poses a greater threat 
than what we have faced before.” He says with a grave intonation. 


“Hey, don’t sweat it dude”, Susie places a hand on his shoulder and points to him. “You’re 
the one who’s all about friendship or whatever. And uh... you know, guess I’ve learned to be a little 
more... open to that.” 


She turns to Kris who is giving Susie a patient smile and thumbs up. 


“Heh, so long as we stick together, nothing’s getting in our way.” She smiles and Ralsei’s face 
turns a soft hue of pink as his cheek come all rosy. 


“Aww, Susie. How sweet! You’ve really changed a lot since we all first met!” 


“Yeah well, don’t expect too much. Pm not gonna be all sappy like you ya big weenie.” They 
both giggle and the party presses on to the elevator that leads down below. 


“Hey Ralsei.” 
“Y-yes, Susie?” 


“Next time we need to put an enemy to sleep. Don’t bother with that pacify spell, just go on 
one of your lectures about friendship.” 


“Susieeeeee!”’ 


Chapter 6: A City That Never Sleeps 


The elevator ride down sings a soft bossa nova tune; glossy metal walls faintly rumble with 
every floor they pass down. The doors chime open once they reach the bottom floor and they carefully 
peer out with their guard ever vigilant. The hotel lobby is warm; the air is filled with the musk of subtle 
perfumes fragrant with hints of lavender. Pastel yellow walls complement the more subdued hues of 
the checkered-tile floor— glistening in the light of orange fluorescent bulbs. At the center is a golden 
statue of Mettaton posing like he wants to be drawn like one of those French girls. 


“Gee, the ego on this guy.” Susie points to the statue. 
“Well, I think it looks very... nice! Ha ha.” Ralsei says. 
“So this is what that Mettaton looks like. The wings are... very interesting.” 


They move along across the lobby floor, stepping on the red carpet that leads to the glass- 
door entrance. Outside, they are immediately starstruck with the bustle of the big city. 


Towering black buildings of brick and concrete loom over wide streets filled with the beeping 
traffic of cars from the 1960s busy with moving about to goodness knows where in this sea of 
automobiles. Shuffling through the mosh pit of bumper-to-bumper congestion ate crowds of 
pedestrians and citizens of this dark world. 


These Darkners are much more humanoid than previously seen as a majority seem to be 
mannequins brought to life. They adorn with themselves with an assortment of different clothing 
appropriate to the fashion of the 1960s. There are those with pinstripe suits and plain color ties 
occasionally completing the look with a fedora or trilby and others liken themselves with either 
glittering dresses of vibrant colors or silky gowns complemented with lavish pearls. Yet for their 
visages they express a little more creativity as wrap around their featureless faces theatrical masks that 
vaty widely in decorative flare. It all blends together in a vichyssoise of jovial color juxtaposed against 
the dark dreary sky. 


“Oh my, this is quite unlike Cyber City.” Ralsei, taking in the scenery of this new world. “You 
were quite right Susie; it wouldn’t be hard to get lost in a place like this, we are better off sticking 
toge— Susie!” But she’s already descending down the concrete steps to the sidewalk below. 


The two hurry along, following Susie who is seemingly mesmerized by the reverie of all the 
pretty lights. Kris keeps a keen eye on her while apologizing to any Darkner they rudely bump into. 
Her eyes wander to hither and thither, darting across quickly like the streaks of light of passing cars. 
Ralsei is a little more observant with where they’re going and he asks Kris, 


“So uh, Kris, could you, give a number as to how many other people ended up down here?” 


They ponder for a moment and think of all the people who came to see the play. There is 
obviously the entire high school class as actors so that immediately brings the number to seven. A few 
parents decided they wanted to be a part of the show so that ramps up to fifteen. Finally, there was 
the entire audience of at least eight families so that brings the tally to more than 40 hometown residents. 


“F-Forty?” Ralsei yells. “Oh dear, how could we find all of them in time? In such a place like 
this, I worry that some have already gotten into trouble.” 


“Relax Ralsei. So long as we get rid of that fountain soon, they'll all be out of here.” She 
confidently puffs. 


“You are correct, that would be the quickest way to end it all but...” 


Susie glares at Ralsei, expecting some adage of having to save everyone and not leaving anyone 


behind. 


“You see, this is a Dark World Susie and if you hurt yourself while in it, the injuries will likely 
carry over to the light world— we wouldn’t want that for anyone!” 


“Huh, why didn’t you tell us about that sooner!” She snaps out of her entrancement. “Let’s 


1? 


get that fountain 


They hurry their pace along the sidewalk, colliding into more and more Darkners and creating 
quite a scene along the way. They turn by a street and end up in a larger more spacious square. There 
are more Darkners than there are cars here so they gain a little more breathing space to take in the 
surroundings. Light-up billboards and digital screens advertising shows and performances are 
crammed just about everywhere that could be fit. The corners and facades of buildings, the street signs, 
and even the bus stops are showcasing one thing or another. 


“Macbeth ¢ Monsters Premieres at the Grand Spire!” 

“Death of a Salesman: Starring Everyone’s Favorite—’”’ The rest of the sign is obscured. 
“UNDERTALE The Musical: Now with More Drama, More Action, And REAL Bloodshed” 

And at last, an enormous rectangular screen with an anime-style illustration of a cat girl with 


neon Japanese text that displays, “VY y Fl 272i a2VO74 Fravy—h” 


They wander through the square, looking around the many bright screens before Kris stops 
dead in their tracks. In the crows of bustling commuters, they spot a familiar figure, a spike figure, the 
unmistakable yellow outline of Alphys. They tug at Susie’s dress, to her annoyance, and point at Alphys. 


“Well, there’s one already. Hey! Miss Alphys!” She calls out to her, but her cries don’t seem to 
cut through the noise of the crowd as Alphys remains turned away. 


“Miss Alphys!” She moves pass the crowds, nearly shoving Darkners in the way. 
“Wait up Susie!” Ralsei trails behind with Kris following suit. 

Reaching with her long arm, Susie grabs Alphys by the shoulder and turns to face her. 
“Uch, there you are Miss Alphys! It’s uh... it’s me Susie. You gotta come with us—” 


But when she is turned, it is as though Alphys is asleep; her eyes are open but they are glazed 
over and fogged. She’s swaying slowly from side-to-side with her shoulders and head sagging low but 
most notably, half of her face is obscured with a white mask that is tightly fastened over. 


“Uhh, Miss Alphys?” Susie claps her hands, trying to get her attention, while Kris is snapping 
their fingers right in front of Alphys’ face. 


“Err, Ralsei, you think she needs healing or something?” Ralsei casts the spell for healing but 
it doesn’t seem to affect Alphys in any way. 


“Huh, that’s strange Susie. Perhaps they’re under a spell of some kind? It looks like that mask 
has to do something with it.” The white mask shines in the light. Susie attempts to yank it away but 
no amount of pulling does so much as a budge. 


“Damn! Can’t get this thing off; What do we dor” Just then, loudly echoing from the distance, 
a cheery synth jingle sounds out as a song begins to start. Alphys’ head snaps upward at the sound 
and she turns to face where it’s coming from. Ignoring all pulls from Susie and Kris, Alphys starts 
walking slowly towards the source of the sound while repeatedly muttering, “must... obey’, to herself. 


“What the hell? What’s up with her?” 


“Susie, it appears as though she’s being controlled by that mask. I’m not quite sure as to how 
we can remove it so I suppose all we can do now is follow her and keep her safe.” The party follows 
closely behind, directing Darkners to move out of the way. Susie and Ralsei have their eyes fixated on 
Alphys while Kris is overcome with an anxious dread. Seeing a person being moved against their will 
like that, they’re not quite sure why but it severely disturbs them and tugs away at their heart. 


Following Alphys, they pass through crowds that grow more and more sparse as the cheerful 
jive of the music gets louder and louder. But their trek is suddenly cut short by two tall and broad 
Darkners in uniformed police outfits. They possess enormous torsos compared to the rest of their 
bodies and they stand tall stalwart looking down on the party. 


“Uhm... excuse me”, Ralsei chimes in, “We’re sort of in a hurry officers, if you don’t mind 
moving out of the—" 


The two officers remove their sunglasses in unison and stare the party with stink eyes. They 
look at each other and peer at a device in their hands before commanding, 


“You three, you’re coming with us.” 
“Oh yeah?” Susie butts in, “What’s it to yar” 


“We are officers of the law. Do not resist.” The two darkners attempt to grapple at Susie but 
she quickly summons her weapon and she expertly shoves them away with the handle of her axe. 


“No time to fight guys! After alphys!” 


Susie lunges through the opening between the two police officers dragging Kris and Ralsei 
along with her. They fly pass unwitting darkners and eye up where Alphys went off to before heading 
in that direction too. They hear a whistle sound off behind them and the officers quickly give chase. 


They make excellent distance from the two enemies and even manage to overtake Alphys then 
heading off to the direction she seems to be headed. 


“Heh, what abuncha pushovers. Can’t believe we lost them that easily.” The gang is suddenly 
illuminated with a white spotlight from above— tracking their every movement. Sirens can now be 
heard all around as they notice more and more police officers approach and give chase. 


“Susie! I really think I could have reasoned with them... somehow.” Ralsei pleads. 
“No way dude! Don’t you know not to trust a cop?” 
“Err... I believe they were only doing their jobs! It must’ve been a mistake.” 


“Nuh uh, I gotta bad history with police and in my experience, they don’t ever believe in their 
mistakes.” 


They are approached from all angles by more police officers but they easily plow through them 
and continue onward towards the source of the music. The light up billboards and screens all around 
them shift to static then abruptly display a live video feed of the party running— they’re seen 
everywhere now. Finally, they reach the largest opening square they’ve seen thus far and it’s empty 
and bare save for a concert stage placed in the middle of the intersection. They look around them and 
see police officers approaching from every angle— forming a blockade with interlocking arms. They 
are soon surrounded by slowly approaching enemies and they gear themselves up for a fight. 


“You know what, P’ve had enough running for today. Come at me ya cops!” 


The gang turn their backs towards each other and ready themselves with a fighting stance. But 
just as the enemies approach, they stop right about where the crosswalks are marked. They lay in 
anticipation with only the sound of cheery music echoing throughout as they stand there in the 
spotlight. Suddenly, they spot Alphys again, cutting through the blockade of police officers and 
approaching the stage. Then, she is followed by more figure in white masks, more citizens of 
hometown come pouring in to this square acting just as before— as if they were being controlled. 


“What!” Susie yells. “Where did everyone come from?” 
“Oh no!” Ralsei cries. “Everyone else, they've been... they've been masqueraded!”” 
Kris tenses up and tightens their grip on their trusty blade. 


The entranced hometown residents all face the stage and stop their approach from a good 
distance away. Kris, Susie, and Ralsei look around to see everyone who has been controlled. They all 
have that glazed sulky expression as they sway from side-to-side and they remain deathly quiet. 


The cheery song playing from the concert stage finally ends and piercing silence envelopes the 
air. Suddenly the group, hears high-pitched cackling sounding from above. They all turn to face 
wherever the laugh erupted from but they see nothing before Susie yells, “Who’s there!” 


The spotlight pointing at them moves to the concert stage and circles around a little before 
more spotlights converge onto a single point. The billboards around them shift once more to display 
that very same anime cat girl from earlier only this time, she’s laughing. 


“FOOLISH! FOOLISH! FOOLISH!” 


Chapter 7; Mamma Mia! 


From the spotlight, appearing from thin air, descends a maiden in a puffed pink dress crowned 
with long pink hair. Her shoes and mitts are white as the moon, as with her face that glows a ghostly 
bloom. Having ears of a cat’s and a tail too, by her temples are two bells jingling a soft tune. With her 
arms crossed she is balanced atop a long staff with ribbons and she bares her fangs with a sinister grin 
before cackling, 


“Ha Ha Ha! So, thought ya could get away eh? Fools! I called all these lovely people here 
specifically to look for ya three. Yet you here you are makin’ my job so much easier.” 


She gestures to the masqueraded hometown residents who are idly watching, surrounding the 
concert area. 


“Who the hell are you and whaddya want?” Susie demands. 
“Wouldn’t you like to know? Ha ha ha ha! Sure, I’ll tell you.” 


She grabs her staff and twirls it around— tracing a trail of light into the shape of a cat before 
striking a cute pose while hovering in the air. 


“T’m Mad Mew Mew ~Mew. I used to be a real nobody runnin’ around in that old body but 
with this one?” 


She detaches her head and flings it up in the air. It does several barrel rolls while she laughs 
maniacally before stopping mid-air and hovering down carefully back to her neck. 


“Never felt more like myself ha! Even got rid of the old name, but whatever!” 
She points her staff to the three heroes. 


“Enough about me! Let’s talk about you fellas and all the trouble you’ve been causing here. 
Mettaton’s been talking not so flattering things about you. Looks to me you gotta problem with him, 
and if anyone’s gotta problem with family, they gotta problem with me!” 


Twirls of light wrap and spin around Mad Mew Mew’s body as she appears to charge an attack. 


“Uhh, Miss Mew Mew, maybe we could... talk about this... peacefully! It seems you have a 
lot of things to discuss with uhm my friends. Perhaps we could settle this over tea.” Ralsei beams. 


“Really dude?” Susie turns to him, “I sure don’t see a way to get out of this fight.” 
“Fight?” Mad Mew Mew yells. 


“Ha ha ha! Oh no fellas, ’'m having my fun with this one. With a beautiful body like this, 
fighting ain’t gonna be enough to let everyone else appreciate it.” 


“So, what’re you gonna have us do? Pose around and strut all over the place?” 
“Ha! You’re one to talk with an outfit like that.” 


“Why you little!” Susie summons her axe and repeatedly swings it at Mad Mew Mew’s direction. 


“Mettaton showed me this! All I gotta do is say the magic words and we'll be having the time 
of out lives!” 


She fires off a beam of energy into the sky which explodes into a cloud of pink smoke 
showering glittering sparkles all over the square. Susie, Kris, and Ralsei are dusted in this sparkling 
substance and they are overcome with an arresting sensation. 


“Kris, Susie... I feel...strange.” 
“Gah! What the hell I- I- can’t move!” 
Kris’ limbs seemingly go limp and they are filled with a dread that’s all too familiar. 
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“You ready? Ha ha ha! Everyone in their places...Lights Camera Action 


The city square dims and a single spotlight remains affixed at Mad Mew Mew. 
A honky-tonk piano starts an instrumental as she taps her foot to the beat 


And here she starts a musical number. 


[To the tune of ABBA — Money Money Money / /| 


Mad Mew Mew: 


I search all night I search all day a way to push the pain away 


Kris Ralsei Susie: 


Ain’t it sad 


Mad Mew Mew: 


But still there never seems to be a perfect body out for me 


Kris Ralsei Susie: 


That’s Too Bad 


Mad Mew Mew: 
In my dreams, I have a plan 
If I got me a Dullahan 
I wouldn’t have to cry at all 


Id fool around and have a ball 


Mad Mew Mew: 
Body Body Body 
Must be Funny 
In a phantom’s world 
Body Body Body 
Always gloomy 
In a phantom’s world 
~Mew 
All the things I could do 
If I had a perfect body 


It’s a phantom’s world 


It’s a phantom’s world 


Susie is vigorously and uncontrollably dancing to the beat of Mad Mew Mew’s song as with 
Ralsei and Kris. 


“What the hell! I started singing and... I d- I don’t wanna sing. What’s my body doing!” She 


cries. 


“O-oh, whoa!” Ralsei swings a sweeping jive. “Oh my, ha-ha! I didn’t know I had it in me.” 
He appears to be enjoying himself. “This isn’t so bad Susie, I mean, you’ve dance befo—” 


“Not while in a dress with all of hometown watching!” She furiously puffs. 


Kris is doing a pristine pirouette, spinning in place, while taking a goose step every now and 
then with elegant grace. 


“Ugh, this is so embarrassing! If I could just...” Susie squirms and struggles with all her 
strength but her efforts prove futile as the music itself seems to command her every move. 


“Gah! When I get out of this, you’re gonna regret it Mew!” 
The pink performer cackles maniacally. 
“What’s the matter ha ha ha, got stage fright? well come on up here!” 


She snaps her fingers and the party starts dancing onto the raised platform stage. Susie is still 
grunting trying desperately to regain control but to no avail. All attention is on the four dancing jovially 
on the stage. Ralsei has accepted the whole ordeal and is giving his all with every step— smiling 
through it. Susie grits her teeth and looks desperately through the crowds of hypnotized hometown 
residents to make sure none of her classmates are there. Kris on the other hand remains expressionless 
allowing the music to puppet them but deep down, they feel like screaming. And Mad Mew Mew is 
doing a ska dance all while laughing to herself like a witch. 


“Oh! Here comes the second verse Mew~” 


Mad Mew Mew: 


A perfect body’s hard to find but I can’t get it off my mind 


Kris Ralsei Susie: 


Ain’t it sad? 


Mad Mew Mew: 


The one I have it just ain’t me I’m nothing but a nobody 


Kris Ralsei Susie: 


That’s too bad 


Mad Mew Mew: 
But if I did, ?d be happy 
Pll have the chance— I would be me 


Id be a star like on T.V. and have it all ’ve ever dreamed 


Mad Mew Mew: 
Body Body Body 
Must be Funny 
In a phantom’s world 
Body Body Body 
Always gloomy 
In a phantom’s world 
~Mew 
All the things I could do 
If I had a perfect body 


It’s a phantom’s world 


Mad Mew Mew: 
Body Body Body 
Must be Funny 
In a phantom’s world 
Body Body Body 
Always gloomy 
In a phantom’s world 
~Mew 
All the things I could do 
If I had a perfect body 
It’s a phantom’s world 


It’s a phantom’s world! 


Made Mew Mew strikes a pose! The crowds cheer and clap with the end of the song. Susie, 
Ralsei, and Kris pose with her as they feel the seizing influence of the magical puppeteering leaving 
them. The moment she regains control, Susie summons her axe and points the sharpened end at Mew. 


“Alright, that’s it! You’ve pissed me off enough, what’s all this for!” She’s breathing heavily 
and gripping the handle of her axe firmly. 


“Wasn’t that just a good time? Look around you fellas, you’re acting like nobody’s cheering 


for you!” 

Indeed, the unwitting standing ovation that the hometown residents are giving trump the 
sounds of the bustling traffic of the whole city itself. It is thunderous, echoing all throughout the 
streets and seemingly reaching the skies, with Ms. Alphys visibly clapping the hardest, but by no means 
is any of it genuine. 


“You could have people loving the three of you like this all the time! Well, that’s Mettaton 
says anyway. It seems to make him... happy? He told me all about you fellas— what you’ve been 
through. And effort like that deserves recognition Ill say. So come on, how about it? Join us.” 


She offers a paw and for once she smiles without a hint of any sinister thought but Susie keeps 
her stance firm and Kris is backing her up with their deployed shield. 


Ralsei steps forward and says, “Uhm, we uh... we really appreciate the offer Miss Mew Mew, 
but...”, Mew Mew’s smile fades and her emeraldine eyes glint as she glares at the Prince of Darkness 
with a growing spite. 


“Susie and Kris need to save their friends from this place and uhm... that can’t happen if they 
join you. Not that the offer is bad haha! It’s just that—” 


!?? 


“T ain’t ever joining you freaks after all that!” Susie cuts him off. 


“Y-yeah...” Ralsei looks down. 


Mew just floats there, slowly bobbing up and down, and takes in the sullen silence. The crowd 
stopped clapping long ago and there they remain swaying from to side as the four on the stage 
anticipate each other’s next move. 


“Gonna be like that eh?” Mew scoffs. 
“Fine, guess you're gonna need a little more convincing.” 
“What” Ralsei raises he voice. 


Mad Mew Mew thrusts herself upward overlooking the entirety of the square. The gang feels 
sweeping gusts of wind pulling towards her as her whole body lights up again with twirling energy. 


“Well well well, if that ain’t just my luck then!” She yells. The spotlights fixated on Susie, Ralsei, 
and Kris all move to Mew now as she points her wand while charging it sending piercing sounds of 
increasing pitch. 


“Ol Mew Mew, tries her darndest to have someone else’s back for once and this is how she’s 
treated!” 


Kris readies themselves with their shield pointed towards Mew’s wand and Susie prepares to 
cast her Rude Buster spell from a pointed finger. 


Ralsei desperately tries to plead, “Please, you don’t have to do this! We can all—” 
“And who do ya think you are? Thinkin you can tell me what to do!” 


She fires off a small cat-shaped magical bullet that zips pass Ralsei’s head and blows a hole 
through the stage under him. 


“None of you know what it’s like being a ghost! Havin’ to search your whole afterlife picking 
out your best body, then having to fuse with it!” 


Dozens of magical cat-shaped bullets now materialize around her and her wand emits a ball 
of light slowly growing in size— crackling in the air. 
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“Do you have any idea what it takes to feel alive again? To own your body? To fuse with it 
She’s screaming now and all the hometown residents are backing away from the vicinity of the square. 


“When I was hanging around with Mettaton— trying all I could to cheer him up. Hearing him 
laugh and seeing him smile when we watched all those shows together, I almost felt it with him! That’s 
what it takes— emotion! Joy, empathy, delight, cheer, that’s what it takes it own my body but hey, 
maybe anget’s good too! But seeing him happy? Made me forget all about the fact that I ain’t quite 
fused with my body yet... and maybe that’s enough! If this makes him happy, then maybe I'll be happy 
too!” 


Lights spiral around the glowing orb of magical power emanating from Mew’s wand as 
everything else dims compared to this display. Mew’s gnashing her teeth and her eyes have grown 
wider than they had ever before. Her ears are slicked back and her normally soft fur is now stood up 
on ends making her look all prickly. 


ENOUGH! 
They all hear it, a voice that cried louder than even booming thunder of the crowd’s applause. 
“KK-Kris?” Susie’s staunch anger melts and she turns to Kris with a puzzled look. 


Kris screams at Mew that if she wants their soul, then they would have to try to kill them a 
thousand times over for it. 


“Whate” And all of Mew’s powering attacks fade to dust as silence abruptly breaks out once 
mote and she slowly floats down to meet Kris face-to-face. 


“Your soul?” Mew Mew questions. “What would I need your soul for?” 


The party looks at each other dumbfounded by the sudden confusion on Mad Mew Mew and 
they lower their weapons to clear things up. 


“Uh, yeah.” Susie says. “Why else would you threaten us with all those attacks?” 


Mew blinks twice and answers, “Threaten? I was trying to scare you three to join us, I sure 
wasn’t gonna lay a paw.” 


“You nearly nicked Ralsei!’” Susie steams. 


“T wasn’t aiming for him! And even if I did hit him, he could patch himself up nicely— he’s 
the healer after all.” 


“H-hey!” Ralsei asserts. “Just because I can do that it uh... it doesn’t mean I would let you hit 
me or my friends without repercussions.” 


“Gee, and Mettaton told me you were a big softie. Where’d that big mouth come from?” 
“This Mettaton, did he not tell you that he was after Kris’ soul?” Ralsei asks. 
Mew is slack-jawed and no hint of body language indicates that she’s feigning ignorance either. 


“Mettaton said that... he wanted to make a world where everyone had their own place— that 
no one would feel left out, no one would feel unwelcome, no one would feel like garbage. He wanted 
to have everyone in this new world, that idea seemed to make him happy— that’s why he had me 
trying to convince you to join.” 


Ralsei reasons, “If Mettaton had the power to make a world like that, what would he need us 
for? Look around you!” He points to the crowds of the masqueraded hometown residents. 


Mew, for the first time, takes in the implications of what she’s seeing— innocent people being 
strung around like mere playthings. 


“All these people being controlled— do you think any of them agreed to be part of this world? 
‘A world where no one felt left out’, is what you say he wanted, but none of these people are feeling 
anything at all! They’re just puppets on a string.” 


Kris’ lips quiver at the mention of such. 


“Mettaton isn’t creating a world for everyone; he’s making a world for himself— a world 
where everyone has a place the way he saw fit. Is that your idea of paradise?” 


“T-I...” Mew stammers and her eyes sink as her face is seemingly shrouded in a shadowy 
gloom. She stops floating and she kneels down on the stage with her arms flopped over like a doll. 


“T never thought...it was like that. I was... I wanted to see Mettaton happy for once.” 


“And you still could.” Ralsei assures her. “But if that comes at the cost of everyone else’s 
happiness, what does that make you if you were to help in that?” 


Mew thinks for a moment before chuckling, “Heh, a goddamn dummy.” 


The spotlights fade and the air is filled with the same ambience as before the big fight but it 
almost feels as though something is missing from it. 


“Kris, Susie”, Ralsei approaches, “We better get a move on, I’m afraid we’ve lost time with 
out presence here. We’re just going to have to put all your friends and neighbors in a safe place— no 
time to get rid of those masks.” 


“Oh shoot, you're right. Well Kris, you lead the way.” And the three move off down the stage. 
“Wait.” Mad Mew Mew utters. 

“I... I. can take care of that.” 

“Oh?” Says Susie. 


“Look I know it’s not a whole lot but... after what you’ve said, I just might have to rethink 
things. I see now it ain’t all the glitz and glamor Mettaton made it out to be haha.” 


She gets up on her feet. 


“Tm... Pm sorry fellas I... I don’t know what came over me. Things have been, they’ve been 
rough for a while and I thought that doing all this would put an end to that. But it... ain’t right— I 
see that now. I'll keep an eye on everyone here, make sure they’re safe.” 


Ralsei smiles and says to her, “Thank you.” 
“Oh and one more thing.” Mew Mew perks up. “You’re on your way to Mettaton, right?” 
Susie chimes in, “We kind of have to put a stop to what he’s doing yeah.” 


“Well, don’t take the streets when head over there; you fellas are famous now haha and 
uh...your faces are kind of everywhere. Ever cop in the city is gonna want to get their hands on you 
and that’ll probably slow things down. Here.” 


Mew floats down to the middle of the intersection and, with one hand, she telekinetically lifts 
up a manhole cover. 


“Sewers will take you much quicker— it’s just a straight shot north of here. You'll wanna 
resurface by the orchestra; there’s someone there that might be able to help on your journey— say hi 
to them for me. And uh, take this.” 


She snaps her fingers and the three heroes each receive a white theater mask that appears in 
their hands. Susie looks at Mew Mew with the stink eye and the latter assures, 


“Don’t worry, it aint got mind control. Those masks are for disguising in case you wanna sneak 
around a bunch.” 


“Thank you.” Ralsei says. 


And the three heroes head off down to the sewers. Kris leads the way followed by Susie who 
jumps down as opposed to climbing the ladder. Ralsei pauses for a bit before turning to Mew Mew, 
“T hope you can both find happiness without costing that of everyone else.” And he joins the gang. 


Chapter 8: Under the Big Apple 


The sewers are dark, damp, and dreary with the sound of dripping water softly echoing 
through the lengths of the tunnels. Ralsei and Susie follow along Kris who can just barely make out 
the way in front of them as they run their hand along the cold walls. 


Susie grumbles, “Ugh, what’s her deal anyway? I mean sure, life does suck a whole lot but I 
mean come on. Dragging down other people with you? Ugh.” 


“Susie...” Ralsei sighs. “I think that sometimes, you can get lost doing the things you care 
about especially if it’s for someone who really matters. That Mettaton fellow must mean a lot to her.” 


“Sure, but like you said. That whole ‘world where everyone has their own place’ or whatever— 
it rubs me the wrong way.” She argues. 


“T guess everyone seems to want to feel like they belong somewhere.” 
“Dude, can it with that.” 
‘W-what?” 


“Listen man, you gotta think about yourself sometimes— not what other people think what’s 
best for you. I mean, [’m all for seeing friends happy and all but like... if that ‘happiness’ somehow 
winds up hurting people, nuh-uh. See, I don’t take shit from anybody, not even you two. So, if I see 
either of you bozos acting and talking like Mew back there, ’m kicking both of your asses... even 
when you're like, my best...my best friends.” 


Kris stops in their tracks and turns to face Susie, Ralsei does the same and they take a moment 
in the solemn silence. 


“What!” She yells. “What’re you two looking at me like that for? Still eyeing up this dress?” 
“Susie!” Ralsei places his paw on her shoulder and gives her a warm smile. 
“That’s... a really nice way to go about things.” 


“Eh, don’t mention it. I gotta stop listening to you talk so much dude. Your sappiness is really 
rubbing off on me.” She shrugs it off and lets out a relieved exhale. 


Kris tells her that she has come a long from mindlessly beating up everyone in the dark world. 


“Ha, well with all that fancy acting you’ve done? Making friends is... tolerable now. I guess 
having a bunch of people to fall back on ain’t so bad— like that time you saved my skin back in card 
kingdom Kris, never properly thanked ya so uh...thanks a bunch.” 


They face forward and underneath the canopy of their overgrown hair, they smile. Kris still 
wotties a little about the choices they have and have note made by their own hands thus far but with 
Susie around, perhaps they needn’t think about things too much. 


Chapter 9: For the Fans 


The manhole cover shakes as it is slowly slid open from below. Rearing their head, out comes 
Kris who looks around the area for a moment before climbing out of the sewers and onto the streets 
above. Next is Susie who throws herself upwards followed by Ralsei who sheepishly climbs out. 


“So...”, Ralsei dusts off his robes, ““This is the Orchestra.” 


Across the street from where they stand, lies the pearl of this midnight land. Distinguished 
darkners dressed in fine suits and gowns approach a white arc, pointed at the peak, curving inward 
forming a seashell-like structure. Search lights from behind shoot into the sky— waving and swaying 
signaling an upcoming show to be had. At its base ascend polished marble steps that gleam under the 
rays of yellow and orange lights piercing through its glass doors sheltered under a neo-classical 
columned arcade. These mighty pillars support a rampart engraved with intricate marble vines, cherubs, 
and filigree to rival artisans of the old world. Juxtaposed against this ancient design is an orange neon 
sign that reads, “Reverie Dance Hall”, which hums in quiet night. Finally, at its crown, is a golden 
statue of Mettaton with his wings stretched out. He is cupping at heaven with one hand and in his 
palms rest a bright ruby shaped into a star. 


“This guy really loves his statues— get a load this ego.” Susie scoffs. 

“Let’s get this over with.” She commands. 

“Wait!” Ralsei beckons. “Mew gave us these masks, maybe we could use them to blend in?” 
And he brings out three plain white theater masks that merely cover the eyes. 

“Uhm... on second thought...I don’t think these will hide us much.” 


“Screw it dude!” Susie snags one of the masks and quickly wears it. “Oh look at me! I’m a big 
theater actor 000.” She puffs in a posh accent. 


Her body shifts and glows— morphing and shrinking her slightly, giving her the appearance 
of an elaborately-dressed opera singer. 


“Wow Susie, it even changed your face and everything!” 


“Whate” She looks down, and sees that her arms are white wearing ball gloves that stretch to 
the elbows and her hands have been replaced with small human-like ones. 


“Oh screw this! Bring me back!” 

Her appearance shifts again to her old dark world self. 

“Ah finally! My old clothes, I missed these spikes...make them bigger.” 

And her armband spikes grow to reflect this command. 

“Ha, ha ha! This is sick as hell” She cheerfully beams. 

“Guys you gotta try this.” 

Kris and Ralsei both don the disguise masks and think about what they could be. 


“Come on Ralsei!” Susie lightly nudges his back. 


“Show us what you’ve always wanted to be!” 


“Oh! Uhm... well. I’ve never really thought of that ha ha. P’ve always thought that my form 
was quite alright.” 


“Dude, come on. This is your one chance to be anyone! Like, literally anyone.” 
“Well. when you put it that way.” Ralsei scratches his chin. 

“T suppose I’ve always wondered what I would look like if I were a scientist!” 
“Really dude?” Susie giggles. 

“Could you possibly get any nerdier than you are now?” 

“It’s not nerdy Susie! Science sounds, fun. Look! I am a scientist!” 


His robes lose all their color as they fade to black. They morph, growing longer down to his 
feet and it drapes behind him. His soft white fur loses its fluff as his limbs become tough and ganely. 
His face, from that beloved fluffy visage, loses it fur too and it flattens into an egeg-like shape. Ralsei’s 
eyes turn pitch-black and his snout moves inward to form a flat black smile. A single black tear leaks 
from one eye while the other eye splits a crack running to the top of his head. 


“What do you think!” He cheerfully asks. 

“Scientist huh?” Susie examines him from every angle. 
“Huh, didn’t know scientists looked all, creepy and deathly.” 
“W-what! Kris, I don’t look creepy now do I?” 

Kris gives him the stink eye. 

“Krrrris!”’ 


“Haha, it’s alright dude. You’re still a goober to me no doubt. Kris, let’s see what you’d wanna 
look like.” 


They ponder for a bit about everything they've ever wanted to be and no memory echoes 
louder than their time with their brother. Kris adjusts their mask before muttering softly to themselves 
the familiar visage they could never be. They shift into Asriel. 


“K-Kris!” Ralsei gasps. 


“Oh wow dude, you wanna be Ralsei in a...green and yellow striped sweater? Hey I’m not 
judging but like, whatr”’ 


They don’t say a word in response but Kris points out that if they would like to sneak by the 
orchestra then they would need proper disguises. 


“Augh, fine...guess we’d need to go by those lame mannequin people we saw eatlier.” 


And the three shift to fit like an average Darkner. 


Guests and patrons of the Reverie Dance Hall have already been pouring through the entrance 
when the three heroes make their way inside. The lobby is decorated much like the hotel from earlier 
only this time there is a domed ceiling with an elaborate golden chandelier. The disguised heroes are 
led by a busboy dressed in a red marching band uniform to another set of glass doors within the lobby. 


They are met with an extravagant sight— an outdoor dance hall under the stars! Its tiled floors 
let them glide smoothly across the pristine orange and yellow marble and they are led to a circular 
table draped in white cloth. There are dozens of tables here, each with their own party of 
splendiferously dressed Darkners waiting patiently for the music to begin. These are all placed on a 
raised portion of the floor separate from where the actual dancing is held. 


“Whoa, this place is like one of those paintings of fancy old timey places.” 
“T must agree Susie, in all the dark worlds I have seen. Nothing has been quite like this.” 


This raised platform circles around the dance floor which is decorated with an intricately tiled 
rose fresco— like one you would see in a cathedral window. 


At one end of the platform is where the orchestra sits and they all appear to be preparing for 
a number. Overhead, they see the blimp passing by and it points a white spotlight at the center of the 
dance floor. Suddenly, a figure swoops down from above. 


“Good evening darlings!” 

It’s Mettaton, stood elegantly in the beam of the light 

“Shit, it’s him.” Susie whispers to the two. 

“Oh my! So this is that Mettaton fellow? He is quite ornate.” 

“Don’t compliment him Ralsei! He tried to kill us.” Susie angrily scowls. 
“Right right! My apologies.” 

He stretches his glistening rainbow wings and addresses the crowd. 


“Ladies, gentledarkners, and my dearest darlings beyond and in-between. Thank you all for 
making the trip to see a star like me here. I know you must all be pained waiting so long for me to 
finally give my performance but oh ha ha! A star like me can’t help themselves with all the 
preparations— perfection doesn’t come easy after all. Plus, there is a very special person I would all 
like you to meet this fine evening. Without them, performing for you all would be a lot duller.” 


He snaps his fingers and appearing right beside him is a ghost no taller than your shoulder. 
They have tall oval black-outlined eyes and they are wearing an astonishingly dapper top hat. 


“Everyone give a round of applause for my darling Napstablook.” 

The crowd does so and the three heroes follow along to blend in. 

“Blooky dear is there anything you would like to say to all the lovely people here?” 
Mettaton bends over to match their height as he wraps one of his wings around them. 


“Oh...uhm...well...Duh...I’m really glad to be here...w-with you Mettaton. Er...sorry, that’s 
all.” They sheepishly say. 


Mettaton giggles and pats Napstablook’s back before returning, “Ah, excuse them, they’re a 
bit camera shy— after all, it’s their first time being in front of such a big crowd as with I.” 


Naptstablook floats off to the orchestral section where they take up the conductor’s podium. 


“Napstablook dear will be our fine conductor this evening— no better a role for them as just 
like me, they have a passionate love for music...speaking of which.” 


Orange spotlights light up around the dance floor. 


“For this evening I will be singing for all of you a very special song that I am sure will be 
tugging at everyone’s heartstrings. But for my very first performance ever, I’m feeling rather generous 
dears, so tonight, you may all join in with me as stars! I demand it.” 


The spotlights illuminate all the guests gathered this evening including the three heroes. 
Everyone gets up from their seats and the Darkners begin idly shuffling before the heroes realize what 
is happening. 


“O-ow!” Susie rapidly springs up from her seat as with Ralsei and Kris 

“What the hell? This light, now it stings when I don’t move?!” The three sway in place. 
“It appears you’re right Susie. Looks like he’s going to make us dance.” 

“Oh brother not this again!” She is furiously stomping against the floor. 

“Augh, at least it’s with you guys and not all of hometown.” 

Mettaton snaps his fingers once more. 

“Find yourself a partner my dears! Everyone dances in two, double time now.” 

All the patrons group themselves accordingly 


“Well Kris,” Susie says, “There’s three of us and he’s asking for pairs! Who are you dancing 
with cuz I don’t care either way.” 


Kris turns to Ralsei and asks him what he thinks about it. 

“Oh well, ’m fine whatever way Kris! You seem to know what’s best so uh, you pick ha ha.” 
Their heart races and immediately, they come to a decision. 

“Areh, gee, thanks Kris— now at least I don’t have to do too much.” 

Susie and Kris pair up and Ralsei leaves to be with a Darkner. 

“Break a leg you two ha ha!” He cheerfully waves to them. 


“Now what the hell is that supposed to mean!” 


“Alright, places everyone. Join me in the light here as we start our evening ball!” 


Everyone moves to the dance floor below as the orchestra gears itself up by starting a mellow 
harp tune. 


“T’d like to dedicate this song not only to myself of course, but to all you lovely couples out 
there who, by the strings of fate, never seem to find your moments together. Ready?” 


Kris places one hand on Susie’s shoulder and they gesture for her to hold their other hand. 
She hesitates for a moment but Kris gives them a patient smile and says that they might as well have 
fun together. 


“God damn it Kris. Fine! But only because it’s...it’s with you.” And she wraps her wide palm 
around their waste. 


“Hit it Blooky!” 


~OH! MY ONE TRUE LOVE~ 
Oh my love 
Don’t run away 
Be with me 
Pll make your stay 
I promise 
Against the stars 
Won’t let them 
Keep us apart 
Dance with me 
Under moonlight 
Pale as you 
Your face blooms in the night 
Let heaven 
Watch in envy 
We'll be free 


So long as you’re with me 


The soft ballad ends and everyone on the floor poses with their respective partner. There, 
under the gleam of a blue spotlight, Susie has Kris caught by their waist while the two are tightly 
holding each other’s hand. She’s subtly smiling; staring at Kris with a blushing face and her lowly eyes 
seemingly glisten like stars under her long unkempt hair. 


Kris doesn’t say anything; they couldn’t say anything. Nothing came to mind but racing 
emotions as their heart paced louder and faster as if it wanted to burst free. They couldn’t help but be 
overcome by a paralyzing feeling that everything would be alright, that nothing else mattered more 
than this moment, that their time was not left to waste. They wanted to say something, perhaps a 
feeling that had long gone unexpressed— a road not travelled. And with each fleeting second of 
eternity they felt as though they wanted to scream everything they had ever thought of her more and 
more, but their very words were seized before it could even leave their lips so all they could do was 


gaze warmly. 
“Susie, you look beautiful.” They wanted to say. 
“Susie, you're wonderful.” Their heart was aching at. 


“Susie, I—” 


Chapter 10: Phantoms of the Orchestra 


The color of the spotlight changes to white and the tender of the moment is sacked by a 
sudden seizure of panic. 


“Oh my!” 


Whispering gasps and muted chatter fill the air as all the spotlights movie to Susie and Kris. 
What they hadn’t realized was that their disguises proved futile under direct white light as it shined 
right through the magical facade— their true selves were completely exposed. 


“T’m so glad you could join us darlings!’ Mettaton smirks. 
“Oh and you especially Susie dear; they never told me that you were quite the dancer.” 


Kris and Susie remain frozen while Ralsei hastily gets rid of his mask and starts to run towards 
the two. 


“Well folks, Pm sorry to cut our program short but an expected development has sprung up. 
Thank you all for joining us this evening— it'll be the last one yet ha ha ha!” 


Mettaton’s wings spring backward and he launches himself at the two. He cuts through the air 
at breakneck speeds sending a shockwave of air throwing tables and chairs back. Susie and Kris have 
but a moment to react and when he reaches them, Susie lets go of Kris and heaves her best haymaker 
right into Mettaton’s chest. It lands! But her fist merely passes through Mettaton’s body as she is 
tipped forward by her motion. Mettaton manages to grapple Kris completely and he makes an abrupt 
turn upwards sending Kris along with him. 


“Kris!” She yells. 
“No!” Ralsei cries. 


They try to squirm free but Mettaton’s grasp proves stronger and they are left completely 
helpless up in the air. 


“T simply have to thank you dears. It looks as if you all finally came to your senses bringing 
the second-best star of the show here.” 


He looks at Kris and playfully mocks, “Aww, what’s the matter honey, miss your friends 
already? Ha ha ha don’t worry, you'll all be reunited soon enough. The cost of a perfect world for all 
of us is simply too great for me to wait any longer.” 


Susie points her index finger at Mettaton and firmly proclaims with gasping breaths, 
“Let them go ya freak! Or else Pll beat the crap out of you—you—” 


“Oh please honey, did you really think you could hurt me with those fists? A body like this is 
simply too heavenly to be touched. Anything you throw at me would simply pass through. And 
besides... punching? How unsophisticated, unrefined, how utterly rude.” 


Susie’s breaths quicken and she starts feeling a surge of power wanting to break free from her 
hands. 


“Susie!” Ralsei pleads. 


> 


“Please, calm down. You—’ 
“Oh!” Susie cuts him off. 
“You think that was rude? Ha... ha ha ha, just wait ‘til ya see this! Buster!” 


And there, a purple flare of an arced projectile shoots from Susie’s finger. It cracks through 
the air like a sonic boom and it hits right at Mettaton’s face— sending him staggering backwards as 
he lets go of Kris. 


“You sure as hell ain’t immune to magic!” 
Kris falls yet again and they manage to stick the landing. The two rush to their aid. 


“Oh dear, are you alright Kris?” Ralsei heals them with a hug without second thought and 
Susie rests her hands on their shoulders. 


“Hey there...”, She’s trying to catch her breath, “Next time, don’t just stand still like an idiot.” 
She lightly punches Kris then bends over with her hands on her knees to collect herself. 
“S-Susie, that spellcasting really knocked the wind out of you. Magic is exhausting!” 

“Tt’s fine... anything to stop that big bozo.” 


Kris approaches her and instead if saying a ‘thank you’ or any other of the things they felt 
earlier, they simply embrace Susie who returns it— bringing Kris close to her. 


“You!” Mettaton furiously groans. 


He descends down from the heavens and hovers just above the floor. 


“T’ve worked so hard to bring everything together: tidying up this whole world for everyone 
to be in: putting on this lovely show to let everyone see how wonderful everything could be.” 


His body emits a menacing glow as the air around him chills to a deathly cold. 


“Life is just dull... So very very dull. You’re born into this world, you live to suffer, all the 
happy times are so far apart from each other, then just like that you’re gone. Must it really remain like 


that?” 
The heroes ready themselves with a stalwart fighting stance— all the gloves are off here. 


“T used to believe that no one in this world could really pick who they are— that we’re all 
destined to fulfill whatever the stars had in mind for us— that we could never be ourselves!” 


Purple electricity crackles around Mettaton and twirling light begins spiraling around him 


“But the knight showed me countless opportunity! The opportunities that everyone deserves. 
That I— everyone deserves that happiness. And I have the power now to bring it all into reality so 
that there isn’t a single dull moment again. I have that power! So is the price of a soul such an 
outrageous demand?” 


Mettaton’s rainbow wings’ hue shift to a heavenly white. 


“You know, I was saving this for the finale but I suppose you're all desperate to see what I’m 
really capable of. How rude, but fine then! Let’s decide things now here in act three!” 


A cloud of pink sparkling smoke explodes from where Mettaton stands sending the Darkners 
all around to scatter and flee. The mist surrounds the three heroes, obscuring their vision. They bunch 
up closer and keep a keen eye on each othet’s flanks as they anticipate Mettaton’s next move. There, 
Kris is filled with that familiar instinct of knowing when they’re being watched. But instead of dreading 
over it, Kris seizes the moment to carefully feel out where Mettaton would strike. Through the 
sparkling glitter mist, they see the momentary flare of a purple light, then, they dash out of the way— 
just barely grazing by a figure that cut through the mist. 


The smoke quickly clears and there, floating a good distance away from the heroes... is 
Mettaton Neo. 


The orchestra lights up in a passionate frenzy as they play Mettaton’s theme! Clad in his jet- 
black armor with accents of violet, he has in one hand a blaster and the other a pointed rapier. His 
wings have been replaced with wide thrusting jets that propel his whole body with a white energy. 


He thrusts himself forward, taking another shot at Kris with his sword, but Kris blocks just in 
the nick of time and parties with a swing of their blade. It hits! Ringing a piercing clang on the metallic 
body but the blade merely bounces off as Mettaton doesn’t even seem to react from the hit. 


Susie takes a swing with her axe— aiming straight for the face. But Mettaton blocks with his 
own melee and he looks visibly angered by Susie’s attempt at striking him in the head again. 


He flies up but much slower than how he would if had his wings form earlier; he seemed to 
have sacrifice his speed and agility for increased power and defense. Mettaton briefly charges an attack 
with his blaster and he shoots off a ball of white energy at the heroes who scatter in three directions 
just before the ball lands and explodes. 


He targets Kris again. Mettaton points his rapier at them then thrusts downward from the air. 
Kris does a barrel roll to dodge and Mettaton slams a small crater into the floor with his rapier stuck 
in the ground. 


They quickly seize the opportunity and they lunge at Mettaton with another swing of the blade. 
Kris hits him in the chest thrice but Mettaton simply stares them down with every strike. He doesn’t 
even move to try and dodge out of the way as he simply lets Kris hack away at his body. 


He gets his rapier out then Mettaton quickly kicks Kris in the chest, sending them prone and 
scurrying on the ground. He aims his blaster and charges it but he is staggered by the sudden impact 
of Susie’s Rude Buster spell from behind. 


He turns to face her with a livid face and she is already charging another shot again but 
Mettaton skips forwards and goes at her with his Rapier. 


Meanwhile, Ralsei darts out of the way to Kris’ aid and heals them with a touch of the paw. 
He helps them up and they both run to Susie who is now dueling Mettaton with her axe. 


With a step here and a step there, they dance around each other’s advances with their weapons 
clashing like drums to the beat of the orchestra’s tune. Mettaton makes quick agitated thrusts aiming 
for Susie’s head but she blocks and dodges just barely. 


He flies up a little and aims his blaster at Susie who anticipates the attack by bobbing her 
stance. But instead of her, Mettaton fires a continuous beam of energy that scorches the ground 
beneath it and sweeps it at Ralsei and Kris. He traces a line going straight for the two but Kris manages 
to block with their shield with them and Ralsei under it. The beam incessantly piles into Kris’ defense, 
forcing them back as they try their best to hold their shield in place. 


Once more, Susie fites off another Rude Buster onto Mettaton’s back and it hits his thruster 
causing him to lose hover control momentarily. 


“Guys!” Susie yells while running to the two. 
“Hitting him with our weapons ain’t gonna do shit! Only magic will do the trick.” 
“Oh! He must have a weak point somewhere.” Ralsei posits. 


Mettaton regains his balance and then projects a heart-shaped purple energy shield in front of 
him as he reaches up into the air with his blaster. 


“He seemed pretty pissed off when I shot him in the back! I’ll keep it at that.” 


Two small black drones each having their own blaster then fly in to view. They citcle around 
Mettaton before he points them at the heroes. From the air, Mettaton fires off a flurry of lasers and 
beams with his own blaster and the drones. The heroes run all over the floor desperately trying to 
avoid getting singed. Susie gets caught in the storm and she’s shot multiples time in the lee— tripping 
over. Kris and Ralsei immediately turn to her and Kris shields all three of them under the fury of 
Mettaton’s barrage. He’s raining down a stream of magical bullets as he slowly descends closer and 
closer to the helpless heroes. 


“What the hell do we do now!” Susie cries. 
“K-Kris... hang in there, I just have to heal Susie and...” 


They’re gnashing their teeth as they feel every impact of the magical bullets bearing down on 
all their strength. Blocking the attacks like this only serve to delay Mettaton’s approach as there is no 
opportunity to fight or flee. They can hear Ralsei’s panicked breaths as he patches up Susie echoing 
louder than the impact of the storm of bullets. Her pained groans stab at their chest as if they were 
feeling all her wounds as well. Helpless, beaten, afraid, cornered, Kris knows there is only one place 
left to flee but... 


They promised themselves they wouldn’t rely on that anymore... 
They did everything they could to reject its grasp and yet... 


They thought so dearly they could finally be free... 


But that all comes second to saving their friends now. 


Deep within their soul, a fire comes alight that burns through the chill cutting darkness. 


They call out to an inscrutable power that has been watching their journey since they knew. 


The one with cold glaring eyes— the one whose voice whispered their every move. 


The one who wrote the path for them— who strung them up as its puppet. 


They call out to you. 


By your power... and by your power alone will the story continue. 


Do you turn the page? 


You accept everything that will happen from now on. 


Mettaton is struck by a yellow blast of energy engulfing his vision in a blinding light sending 
him flying upward as his energy shield is shattered. 


Kris is stood up, their hand pointed up into sky still glowing yellow and sizzling from the 
attack. Their eyes are glazed over, hidden under that canopy of blue overgrown hair, and their face is 
blank and emotionless. 


“Gee Kris.” Susie puffs with labored breaths. 

“Should’ve done that sooner.” 

They remain fixated on pointing up to the sky. 

“O-oh my! Susie you’re still hurt, here.” Ralsei places both his palms on Susie’s leg. 
“Aah, thanks Ralsei. Mind helping a friend up?” 

He does so and there they all remain in the now silent orchestra. 

Kris is still as a statue having their hand still pointed at where Mettaton was. 

“Kris, I think you got him...good job.” 

They tell Susie and Ralsei to step back. 

“What? But he’s—” 


In the dark starry sky, shines a faint purple flare that falls downward at a rapid pace. It’s 
Mettaton Neo, still fighting on but damaged from the blast. His armor is cracked and hardly holding 
together while his thrusters are sputtering as he descends. He stops to float a good distance away from 
the ground and he aims his blaster and drones at Kris. 


“So...” He yells from afar, his voice shaken and trembling. 
“That is the power of a soul? Heh heh heh.” 


He charges his most powerful beam attack yet, drawing his two drones close to his blaster to 
fire straight for Kris. 


Kris’ hand lights up yellow as they too charge a blast. 

“Kris! We gotta get out of here, he’s totally gonna blow this whole place up.” 

They don’t say a word. 

“Uhh Kris, Susie’s um... she’s right and uh...I don’t think you can defend against that.” 
They continue charging their blast. 

“Kris!” They scream in unison. 

Mettaton is bellowing a howling laughter. 


“Oh ho ho, they were right about you darling! Oh were they so right when they said you were 
strone— that will, that determination, you really are a star such as myself but oh. You’re going to have 
to try a little harder than that.” 


He eyes his target with delight— fully intent on killing right here right now. Mettaton’s armor 
pieces are violently shaking from the continuous charging of his attack and he looks as though he 
would fall apart at any moment now. 


“TOODLES!” He screams. 


Ralsei and Susie reach to Kris, “Kris no!’ 


But from seemingly nowhere, Mettaton is struck down by a single cat-shaped projectile and 
pieces of his armor chip off, falling down to the ground below. 


The heroes are stunned and Kris lowers their hand to stop charging the beam. 
“Now who in their right mind...” 


Mettaton turns to face his assailant and there, floating along with him is an absolutely fuming 
pink cat girl pointing her wand of ribbons and twine straight at him. 


“Mew Mew!” The heroes call out. 

“That’s Mad Mew Mew to ya pals!” She cackles. 
“You...you...”” Mettaton stammers. 

“Mew dear, just what do you think you’re doing?” 


“You know Meta...you talked big about bringing everyone everything they’ve ever wanted but 
you never stopped to ask me or Blooks what we really wanted in all this. And with the mind control 
and everything... you were really in it for yourself eh? Sorry, but if that’s what being a star sounds like 
to ya then showbusiness just ain’t for me.” 


“Oh...calling me by that old name now are you, Dummy!” 

“Ha! Who ya callin’ dummy pal when you’re the one wrecking up everyone’s lives.” 

“Oh, and since when did you of all ghosts grow a conscience?” 

“Ever since my three new friends down there told me all about what you were doing wrong.” 
Ralsei grins with a childlike delight and he desperately wants to scream, “damn right!” 


“Listen Meta, I tried to make you happy through all this I really did. With how much you were 
moping about being miserable with who you are and who you weren’t— it really weighed down on 
the rest of us. I get it alright; I understand everything you’ve been in pain through and I know how 
much it feels the whole world is working against you but you ain’t special, Meta. We all got problems, 
and doesn’t mean you can use that to justify hurting other people!” 


Mettaton falls silent and stares at Mad Mew Mew for a moment with indignant but watery 
eyes. 


“Tf that is the case.” He raises his blaster and points it at her. 


“Then it looks like Pll just have to say goodbye to you too.” 


“Despicable, despicable, despicable.” She whispers under her breath. 


Another voice rings out from below. The heroes, including Mew Mew, all turn their attention 
to a little white ghost wearing a white top hat. 


“Blooky?” 
“Blooks!” 


Napstablook ascends to level with Mettaton and for once, they have stern conviction burning 
through the tears floating up from their eyes. 


“Mettaton...... I... think... No— I know for a fact Mew is right!” 
“Blooky no... listen I—” 

“No! You... you listen to me.” 

Mettaton stops charging all his weapons. 


“The things we’ve gone through together to make you feel like you matter... because Mettaton, 
you do! You really do! But every time you told us you felt like you didn’t matter...well it made me feel 
like I didn’t matter. It made Mew feel like she was useless! 


Mettaton’s entire body is shaking and he can’t bring himself to look Napstablook in the eyes. 
“So after all this whole mess, after everything you’ve said.” 
They’re sobbing and cracking their voice out. 


“Who are you really doing all this for huh? You say you want to help people but you could 
hardly help yourself! You wanted to give everyone a chance to be who they really wanted to be while 
simultaneously hating who you are. And you wanted to bring everyone happiness but just look at 
everything!” 


“Blooky... LI” 


“T’ve had it with you Mettaton... you wanna make a perfect world so badly but it sounds like 
you don’t even know the first step to getting there! Cause ’m sure you wouldn’t need to hurt so many 
other people for it.” 


Mettaton’s body explodes into a cloud of pink mist and pieces of his armor come crashing 
down to the three heroes who stare awestruck from the entire exchange. His incorporeal form from 
within the metal shell shoots up high into the sky before he spreads his lustrous rainbow wings and 
flies off at Mach speeds. 


Mad Mew Mew and Napstablook float down near the three heroes and the latter starts sobbing 
uncontrollably flinging acid tears upward. 


“Shh Shh” Mew Mew comforts. 
“There there Blooks it'll be alright.” 
“N...No...” they cry. 

“He... he hates us now, doesn’t her” 


“Gah Blooks! Don’t worty about that right now. Coming from you that was an amazing talk— 
you did the right thing.” 


“Then why do I feel so bad about itr” 

He continues sobbing. 

Susie, Ralsei, and Kris approach the two. 

“Hey” Susie greets. 

“Thanks for uh... helping us out back there Mew.” She expresses. 
“Least I could do really; you alright fellas?” 


Susie’s dress has charred holes where blasts of lasers pierced through and her face is covered 
with the residues of glitter, soot, bruises and cuts. Ralsei’s robes are all frayed and wrinkled at the ends 
and his fur is winding and unkempt. Kris is disheveled as they normally are but their coat has certainly 
seen worse for wear with all the tears and loose threads. They’re all shaken up for sure but they know 
that the fight is hardly over. 


“So uhh...” Susie looks around the destroyed mess of what’s left of the dance hall. 
“What do we do now?” 
“Well...” Ralsei chimes in. 


“T sense we are quite close to the fountain so there’s that but that would mean more fighting 
and we really were rather close to uh... losing back there.” 


“Heh, don’t worry about it.” Susie wraps her arms around Ralsei’s and Kris’ neck. 
“How much worse could it get ha ha...” She nervously chuckles. 


“Well, the closer the creator gets to their fountain...the more powerful they would normally 
become so we do have that to worry about.” 


“Ohiy.2” 

“Well! At least we got Kris’ cool new move now. When’d’cha learn that and how can I do itr” 
Kris tells Susie that it’s a long story and it would be best if they just pressed on for now. 
“Augh, alright whatever you say buddy. Let’s make our way over.” 


“Wait!”? Napstablook yells. 


Chapter 11: Knock ‘Em Dead Darling 


“We... wanna get there as soon as possible, right?” 
The heroes nod. 
“We could... we could take the blimp.” 


Napstablook leads them pass the orchestra to the backstage. They wind through corridors and 
dark passageways and eventually reach the outdoors to a small park lit up by circular lamps. There, in 
the clearing is the white blimp that has been circling around the dark world after all this time. 


“Oh my...” Ralsei remarks. 
“Damn, I never thought I’d see one of these in person.” Susie, eyeing up the massive structure. 
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“Let’s go”, Napstablook leads them into the booth of the blimp. The interior is littered with 
control panels and switches of all sorts. It lights up and soon, they find themselves floating off the 
ground. 


“Blooks, I was looking for you all over the place and this is what Mettaton had you doing all 
along?” 


“Well...he needed someone to control all the spotlights for him so...” 


They soar high; the orchestra shrinks to nothing more than a faint beacon in a city of lights 
and they fly among the clouds. 


SO eecens ” Susie looks to Mew. 

“Who the heck is this guy?” Pointing to Napstablook. 

“We're, we're family— along with Mettaton” 

“Family eh?” She squints at Mew and Napstablook and strokes her chin before asking. 
“How does that work? I mean, you’re a cat, they’re a ghost, and that Mettaton guy is—” 
“Augh, we’re all ghosts.”” Mew sneers and Susie is left more confused than before 


The blimp ride is smooth and slow. They fly over the bustling city beneath and make their way 
towards the grand tower where the dark fountain resides. Naptsablook is quietly piloting the blimp, 
Mew Mew is next them— she’s peering out of the windows and looking at Mettaton’s tower. The 
three heroes on the other hand are sat down in the middle of the blimp discussing strategy. 


“Blooks.” Mew Mew turns to them. 

They stay quiet except for their soft weeping running tears up their face. 
“You were down there the whole fight...weren’t cha?” 

“Y-yeah...” They answer. 


“Why didn’t you say anything to stop Mettaton before he nearly roasted my three pals to 
smithereens?” 


“T thought...I...” 
Their voice is shaky and they can’t quite find the words to speak what’s on their mind. 


“Look around you Blooks! Of course, even I thought it was all glitz and glamor ‘til I saw 
Mettaton tryna send some people to the afterlife. You saw him trying to kill these fellas right?” 


“Mew, I always supported Mettaton in everything. ..and I thought...I thought for once he was 
so close to his dream so I did my best to help him along the way...” 


“T’m sorry Mew...I see now that... this...this isn’t like the Mettaton we both know at all...” 
“Oh Blooks...” 


She kneels down and caresses Napstablook by their cheek— wiping away some of their tears 
but getting hurt from its magical acidity in the process. 


“This is the same ol’ Mettaton, it’s just that well...when your dream is that close? Ya tend to 
forget everything else in all the starry-eyed promises. Even— no, especially loved ones. We still have 
to be there for him no doubt... but we ought to knock some sense to him, eh? Oh by the way hehe, 
where’d ya learn to talk like that back there? You’re always so, quiet.” 


Hla eaaes well, Mettaton loves his drama shows and well...I guess it rubbed off on me.” 


They pilot the blimp towards the grand spire of the midnight and land at its roof. There, they 
quickly run out of the canopy and face Mettaton once and for all. 


Chapter 12: Clair de Lune 


Silhouettes of towers and houses line the horizon, the light of their windows glimmering in 
the deep and dark eternal night. Up in high heaven, all the stars painted across the vista above circle 
around seemingly beckoning all those gathered under their light. The biggest spotlight of them all, the 
moon, showers its full ethereal light casting a looming shadow over the heroes. 


Under the gleam of moonlight, a monolith of brick and indigo rises from the ground stood 
tall. Crawling up its sloped facade, as with Sisyphus and his boulder, are creeping vines of rose and 
geranium— decorating the structure with a mossy overgrown texture. Down its center, a grand 
staircase that splits into two and returns to meet back in the middle reaches for the peak. 


The peak, flat and level, enthrones the unending pillar of darkness that shoots up into the sky. 
Its dark stream, billowing and flowing with an all-embracing power, dances against the light of the 
beaming moon. This dark fountain that stabs into heaven has overstayed its welcome in the land, and 
all hearts beat as one seeking the banishment of its rapture. 


But there, sat atop the stairs’ banister, is a star plucked straight from heaven. His face as pale 
as the moonlit glow and his wings of iridescent luster trump the light of Luna and all the other celestial 
beings above. But here, he is but a shooting star— ephemeral against the eternal brilliance of the 
cosmos. Helpless to it all, all he could left is stare— stare at the moon, the stars, the enchanting allure 
of a dream so far. 


They approach the fountain, weapons drawn and guard up, and ascend up the stairs. 
Mettaton does nothing. 


Kris, Susie, and Ralsei stare at him with unbroken eye contact and Mad Mew Mew has her 
wand pointed while following along. Napstablook’s tears are all flowing up again. 


But Mettaton does nothing. 


They climb up quietly with nothing but sweeping gusts of wind making a noise and they reach 
the base of the final flight of stairs just before the top. Mettaton is there, turned away from them mere 
feet from where they stand sat idly on the railing. 


And still, Mettaton does nothing. 

“Hey...” Susie whispers to Mad Mew Mew. 
“You think he’ll let us pass?” 

Mew lowers her wand and sighs. 


“If he really wanted to stop us, he wouldn’t’ve let us get this close. He’s just being dramatic 
now. 


They all stand there for a moment and silently debate on the next course of action. 


Kris takes the initiative. They get rid of their sword then starts slowly starts climbing up the 
steps with their fists tightly clenched. 


“Kris!”’ Susie mouths in a hushed tone. 


They stop by Mettaton’s level for a moment and stare at him silently. Then, they continue up 
all the way to the top and look down at the four below— waiting for them to follow. 


Susie climbs up next; she races up the stairs without a care but to get to Kris and they do so 
unimpeded. Ralsei follows. He turns to Mettaton for a moment and says, 


“T’m sorry about all you’ve gone through.” Then he catches up with the rest. 


It’s only Mad Mew Mew and Napstablook at the bottom of the stairs now and Susie calls to 
them, “Are you guys coming or what?” 


Mew is looking down while Napstablook is softly weeping. 
“You fellas go on up ahead; Blooks and I will take care of this.” 


And the three heroes head off to the fountain while Mettaton does nothing. 


Mad Mew Mew turns to Napstablook and with a soft quavering voice she tells them. 
“Blooks, y- you talk to him.” 
“Whatr.......What...you...why not you? I made him run away...he hates me I’m sure...” 


“Blooks please, you’ve known him longer than me. He’ll listen to you...you saw how he acted 
back there when you spoke up, come one.” 


They look at Mew Mew, she’s smiling but her eyes are heavy and sunken. 
“What could I tell him...” Napstablook asks. 


“Whatever your heart says, Blooks.” 


They float to Mettaton and sit by the rails with him. 

His body is flickering in the glow of the moonlight as if though it was a mere projection 
“Mettaton...I—” 

“Doesn’t it look divine? This moon.” 

He reaches up with his long arm and he grasps at the spotlight. 

“T’ve been staring at it since I arrived here. The one we have back home just doesn’t compare.” 


Napstablook falls to silence and they bask with Mettaton in the spectral bloom of the 
moonlight. They look up as well and they are reminded of the quiet tranquility of their bedroom at 
midnight. 


“Mettaton... let’s go home...I miss...I miss being home with you.” 


“And what? Pretend like none of this happened?” 


“Of course, not...” 

Napstablook’s tears glisten and sparkle under the light. 

“But...?m willing to... let a few things go... so long as you go back to your old self.” 
“Ha, ‘my old self?” 

Mettaton flutters his wings. 


“Blooky this is me, this body...it’s everything about me— It’s who I am... there is no old 
self... ?ve just been trapped in that worthless form.” 


“T meant you Mettaton!”’ 
Napstablook snaps. 


“Mettaton... the Mettaton who has the voice of an angel, who me and Mew Mew sing all 
those songs with pass midnight. The sweet Mettaton who laughs and cries with the shows he watches. 
The Mettaton who finds beauty in everything! The Mettaton that makes life exciting...the Mettaton 
who’s family!” 


They shout and yell, their tears stream upward like a fountain. 

“Does Mettaton make it a part of himself that he hurts people?” 

Mettaton’s hands are shaking. 

“Does he try to kill the one human in hometown? The humans he adores so dearly?” 
His breath skips and wavers. 


“You think you’re a nobody? You think you’re so worthless? Well what does that make me 
and Mew? Does that make us as useless as you think of yourself?” 


“Blooky!” Mettaton bawls. He turns to face them; his face is twinkling with tears all over and 
his hair is frayed and messy. 


“Youre not... you’re not useless at all— not one bit.” Mettaton cups Napstablook’s sobbing 
face while he himself is tearing up. 


“Blooky... I had thought... I was always keeping you two in mind throughout all this. I didn’t 
just want a perfect world for myself... but for you too. You deserve it after everything we’ve been 
through.” 


“Mettaton...” They stare up at him with sparkling eyes. 


“There can’t be a perfect world, perfect body, or perfect you... it’s impossible. But... so long 
as you’re with us as yourself regardless of...how you look, you’re always Mettaton to me...the 
Mettaton that makes me happy.” 


“Oh but Blooky...” His voice falters and he brings his face down close to Napstablook. 


“All this time that I have been chasing a single soul... but Pve already broken enough hearts, 
haven’t I? Everyone who got trapped down here...they must hate me. I should just run away, forget 
about everything here.” 


“Mettaton... it looks to me that the only one who hates you is yourself. All these people 
here...they just want to be home with their family and friends again. And I get how tough it is hating 
yourself because of everything you think you can’t be... but we’re here supporting you through it all. 
So please, let’s all go home... is that too big of an ask for my perfect world?” 


“Oh, after everything Blooky dear...I can’t say no to you anymore. [’m sorry, I hope you can 
forgive me...” 


“T...[ already have.” 


And Mettaton embraces Napstablook, wrapping his long spindly arms around the spectral 
mass. Under the pale moonlight of the midnight land, these two are reunited in spite of it all. Mad 
Mew Mew looks on from the bottom of the stairs and she almost feels the emotions herself but oh, it 
must’ve just been her imagi— 


“And Mew darling don’t think I forgot about you, come here.” 
Her glazed emeraldine eyes light up with delight and zips up the steps to join the embrace. 
“Mettaton ya sappy sappy sappy freak! What took ya so long to come to your senses!” 


“Oh Pm so sorry Mew dear...I don’t know what came over me...you could say I was 
possessed hm hm hm.” 


Mew cackles. 

“Stop it! You’ve been making me feel all funny inside since earlier.” 
Mettaton gasps, “Perhaps that is you fusing with your body dear?” 

Her laughter stops and she takes in a deep breath. 

She tries her best to feel powerful emotions and...nothing comes of it. 
“Welp, that sure was a dud” She shrugs. 

“Oh with time dear, I think you’ll be your loveliest once you fully fuse.” 


“Ehbh I’m in no tush ha ha! I’d miss being able to throw my head and— oh uhm! Hey uh, 
sorty about your body and everything. Losing it after this must be tough.” 


“It’s alright now dear, Blooky here showed me you could do anything with time...so long as 
you have people who count.” 


And he tips Napstablook’s top hat making him blush a hue of blue. 


“You do look quite wonderful in that hat my dear. You should wear it more often ha ha.” 


Chapter 13: That’s All Folks 


Kris is stood just in front of the undulating mass of flowing darkness as their beating heart 
paces with the rhythm of the fountain; Ralsei and Susie stand behind them. 


Ralsei sighs tiredly but cheerily says anyway, “That really was quite the adventure, huh guys?” 


Susie yawns, “God, I’m exhausted, Kris... here we are again.” 


Kris reaches into the depths of their very being for that very same power that had led them 
this far. They knew not what it wanted, why it did the things it did, nor if they could really ever be 
without it but it was by this power alone that they had the chance to save things. 


They hadn’t the moment to think about that right now for it was time for everyone to go 
home. They felt as if though their very soul was glowing and... with that power, the dark fountain 
was sealed. 


And the world was covered in light. 


Kris’ vision was engulfed in a blinding light and when they come to it, they find themselves 
staring at overhead theater spotlights. There they are, laying on the ground, taking in the warm hazy 
atmosphere of the theater for a moment before slowly getting up. They somehow ended up on the 
stage and they look over at the audience. Everyone else appears to be lying asleep in their chairs save 
for three figures they spot walking down one of the aisles— two ghosts, one of them possessing long 
pointed hair with accents of pink, and what appears to be a cat girl doll walking to the exit. The ghost 
with pink hair turns back for a moment— spotting Kris stood atop the stage. They wave at the ghost 
who merely stares and smiles for a moment before he leaves off with his family. 


“Augh... my head.” Susie groans 
Kris turns to her and helps her up as she’s stroking the back of her head. 
“Man, that was exhausting...you doin’ alright Kris?” 


They feel their pulse and their breath...it seems as though whatever was watching them 
through their adventure was fading away. 


“Damn, guess our secret’s out now huh?” Susie wraps her arm around Kris’ shoulders. 
“How the hell are we gonna explain this to everyone here?” She asks. 


Kris ponders for a moment, thinking back to everything that had occurred. 


They stare at their reflection in the waxed stage floor and they feel an odd contentedness. 
Many many many things still didn’t make a lot of sense to them but it seemed that all of that didn’t 
matter in the moment. They turn to Susie and tell her that she was quite the dancing partner. 


“Sh-shut up!” She turns away, blushing. 


Kris tells her that they haven’t the energy to think about trying to explain things to all of 
hometown. 


“Heh, you said it.” 


Silence overcomes the ait 


“Hey, Susie.” They ask. 
“Yeah?” She softly replies. 


“Would you wanna...” Kris stares at themselves again in the waxed floor below and their 
mind races towards a thousand possibilities. Again, they think of everything that occurred— the things 
that could and could not have been. Their choices, whether at all if any of them mattered... but all 
those thoughts turn to dust in the moment. 


“You wanna hang out at the diner for a while?” 
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“Hell yeah, but you’re payin” She smirks. 


Kris chuckles, “Well, it’s the least I could do.” 


